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Some MEMOIRS of the 
Earl of ROSCOMON: 


In Jnr men to a FaI EBEN. 


SIR, 


7 o U havi | heard that a great 
many Particulars concerning the 
BH Life of the Earl of Ros comon, 
| oy were once promiſed to the Pub- 
lic by Dr. Chetwood Dean of 
Glotefter, but by many Accidents delayed; 
J have therefore ventured, upon your Re- 
queſt, to give you all ſuch Certainties as may 
be upon, without entering into a 
Detail of Things that are meerly Traditional. 
For a- Perſon ſo remarkable, I muſt be 
plain in telling you, that all former Ac- 
counts fall very ſhort of his natural and 
acquired Accompliſhments; the Writers 
contenting themſelves with telling us (as 
ey too frequently do) that = was Born 
Died ; with ſomething dry an 
barren between, to "an + the onour of 
their Narrative, as a true and faithful Hiſtory. 
How deſpicable theſe Things are, in the 
Eyes of Men of Senſe and Spirit, you very 
well know; and I am ſure that I ſhould 
A2 make 


2 
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iv The LITE of the | 
make but a poor Acquital of my Promiſe, 
unleſs I went a little farther than they have 
done. | 
His Name is of very great Antiquity in 
Ireland, as Sir n an Ho 
Hiſtorians of that 1 will inform 
you. His Family, in all probability, were 
dignified with Honours, ſoon after 
the Conqueſt of that Kingdom, and were 
originally Natives of England. The Earl- 
dom which he inherited, came to him by 
a long Deſcent, though there docs not ſeem 
to be much of remarkable Note ng 
them to acquaint the World with, 
his Time: Since his Death, indeed, ſome 
Branches of his Family, who followed the 
Fortunes of the late King JAMES, have 
made conſiderable Figures abroad, eſpe- 
cially in the Army, wherein this Earl took 
his firſt Step to Knowledge and Fortune. 
It appears, that the Houſe he was de- 
ſcended from, were of the Roman-Catholick 
Religion; but his Father * being very carly 
converted from it, his Son WENTWORTH 
was educated in the Proteftant Perſuaſion. 
I ſhall paſs over the Particulars of his 
Youth, with only mentioning one Story 
from Mr. Joun AuBRzer the Antiquary,þ 
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which I leave to the Credit of You and the 
Reader, not without obſerving, that the 
| Relater was a well-informed tho' credulous 
Perſon. © The Lord Roscomon, being a 
« Boy of ten Years of Age, at Cacn in Nor- 
« mandy one Day was, as it were, madly 
« extravagant in playing, 1 getting over 
* the 7 8 &c. 1 2 wont to be - 
ober enough , they ſaid, rant his 
« bale no 1 Luck to him: I +. Heat of 
« this extravagant Fit, be cries out, My Fa- 
© ther is Dead. A Fortnight after, News came 
« from Ireland, that his Father was Dead. 
« This Account I had from Mr. Knolles, who 
4 was his Governour and then with him; 
« /ince Face to rhe Earl of Stafford: aud 
« F have heard his Lordſbip's Relations con- 
« firm the ſame. es” 85 
Aſter the Death of his Father, it ſeems 
doubtful what Method was taken in his Edu 
cation ; tho” by a hint of Mr. Dzrpen's, it 
looks as if the Military Service was his firſt Em- 
ployment, but in what Degree is uncertain : 
Roscomon firſt in Fields of Honour known, 
Firſt in the peaceful Triumphs of the Gown ; 
He both Minzavas juſtly makes his 0wn.* 
That he was at Oxford, Mr. Woop makes 
plainly to appear, and took his Degrees in 
See his Verſes, prefixed to his Lordſhip's Eſſay on 


Tranſlated Verſe. Lond. 4to. 1684. 
+ Sce 444. Oxon. Vol. 11. Page 893. 


4 3 Arts. 


3 The LIE of the 

Arts; but whether he was a Member of that 
Univerf ity, or only complimented them with 
a ſhort Stay there, is equally uncertain. He 
was nominated to be created Doctor of Laws 
in the Year 1683, when ſeveral other Noble- 

_ * Proceeded in the ſame ; but what per- 
ps was a Compliment to their Birth, was 
Fri to his | Lordſhip! Merit however, 
he did not take that Degree. Wh 
The next Notice we have of Him, is is, as 


a Courtier ; when, by the particular Intereſt 
of the K INS Brother, the Duke of York, 


he was made Captain of the Band of Pen- 


ſioners, and afterwards, Mafter yi of the Horſe 
to the Dutcheſs of 7c ar Þ both which Places 
he continued in, as I am aſſured, to the 
Time of his Death, contrary to the Reports 
of other Writers. 

To ſpeak of him as a Gentleman and a 
Poet, would be to enumerate all the good 
Qualitics which the beſt of either ever en- 
joyed. In theſe States, though he never 
courted, yet he had the Applauſe of all the 
| knowing and judicious Men of his Time. 
Mr. WALLez and Mr. Darper have ſpoke 
of him to ſuch an Advantage, that if his 
Works were not left to juſtify their Opimon, 
it might ſeem Flattery. B them, he 

* Robert Bulkley, ſecond Son of Reber, 52 


Viſcount Caſhel: in Ireland ; And Henry Merdaunt, Earl 
Peterborow. 


Earl of Ros cox ox. vi 
was acquainted with, and admired by all 

the Wits of that famous Tra, King Cnanxl ss 
the Second's Reign; and if we may be al- 
oed to from his Writings, Mrs. 
KaTnurzINsg PHILLIPS, of the Female Sex, 
ſcems to have been his —— But of 
all the Perſons whom he honoured with his 
Friendſhip, none was ſo dearly intimate with 
him, as the learned and ingenious Dr. Cnxr- 
woop. If you will be pleaſed to read that in- 
comparable Copy of Verſes of His, before the 
Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe, you will be con- 
vinced what a near Alliance there was, both 
of Heart and Genius, between thoſe eminent 
Perſons. It is a great Pity that he does 
not, for he r us a full Account 
of his Lordſhip's Life and Character. His 
Genuine Works are well known, + and need 
no Recommendation; eſpecially, not that 


* He wrote the Prologue to the Tragedy of Pour. 
Tranſlated by Her from the French of Monficur Corneille; 
and another Prologue _ to the D. of Tork at Edinburgh, 
upon reviving one of Her Plays. His Lordſhip alſo. wrote 
an Epilogue to ALEXANDER the Great, when Acted at 
Dublu. Mrs. PuiLLies (in a Letter from Dublin. Oct. 19. 
1662.) gives him this Character: My Lord Roscomon 
** is a very ingenious Perſon, of excellent natural Parts, and 
certainly the moſt hopeful young Nobleman in Ireland”, 
See LetTERs from Qrtypa to PoLitarcnvs, 129 Lond. 1729. 
+ + Beſides his Poctical Works, (ws. 1. His Tragflation of 
Herace s Art of P 2. An Efay on Tranſlated Verſe ; 


n Lordſhip, at the D. of Ormend's 
Requeſt, Tranſlated French Dr. Sher lock's Caie of Al- 


. 1682. 
legiance, &. 1682. N 


a4 


vii The LIE of the 
borrowed one of giving him an Applauſe due 
to another, as has been Jately done, by an 
ignorant Editor, in aſcribing to his Lord - 
ip Two Poems, The Proſpe# of Death, by 
the Reverend Mr. Pomfret *; and, The Prayer 
of Jeremy Paraphraſed, by Mr. Southcot +. 
I can tell you no more of him, but that 
he died in the Cloſe of the Year 1684, at St. 
28 and was buried in Veſtminſter-Abbey. 
His Character you may gather from the beſt 
Writings of his Cotemporarics ; where you 
will find him, in ſhort, a fine Gentleman, 
a ſincere Friend, an univerſal Maſter of the 
Sciences; and a Poet whoſe Works, all 
that ever pretended to Poetry have inſured 
us, will laſt to the lateſt 1 For, as 
Mr. Porn ſays, in his Eſay on Criticiſm, 


Fuch vuus. Roſcomon] nor more Learn'd than Good; 


With Manners generous as his Noble Blood ; 
Zo him the Wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev'ry Author's Merit but his own. 


Tam, S1 4, 


Sincerely, Yours, 

London, F 
Nov. 16. 1717: og 
| GEORGE SEVWELL, 


* See Mr. Pemfret s Poems, printed for E. Carlt, 
# 1 — Miſcellaneous Poem and Tranſlations, printed for 
Lintot. | 
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Mr. Dryden's CHARACTER of the 
Earl of ROSCOMON.. 


HE Wit of Greece, the Gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the Britiſh Loom ; © 
The Muſes' Empire is reſtor'd agen, | 
In Charle,'s Reign and by Roſcomon's Pen. - 
Yet modeitly He does his -Worx. ſurvey, | 
And calls a finiſhed Poor an Essar ; * | 
For all the needful Rules are ſcatter'd here; } 


Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere; 

(So well is Art diſguis d, for Nature to appear). 
Nor need thoſe Rules to give Tranſlation light; 
His own Example is a Flame fo bright; 

Unguided will advance ;| unknowing will excel. 
Scarce his own' Horace + could ſuch Rules ordain, - 
Or his own Virgil & ſing a nobler Strain. 

To what Perfection will our Tongue arrive, 

How will Invention 22 Tranſlation thrive, 


* On Tranſlated Ne. | 
+ His Tranſlation of The 4rt of Poetry. 


$ His Tranſlation of The Sixth Eclogys. . 
v1 As When 


x His CHARACTER: 
When Authors »oby born will bear their Part, 
And got diſdain th* inglorious Praiſe of Art! 
When theſe rranſlate, and teach Tranſlators too; 
Nor frfiling Kid, nor any vulgar Vow 


Roſcomon writes to that auſpicious Hand, 
Mos z feed the BULL that ſpurns the yellow Sand, 


Roſcomen, whom both Courts and Camps commend, 
True to his Prince, and Faithful to his Friend. 


FOHN DRYDEN. 


Should at Apollo's grateful Altar fland ; | * 


1684. 


P. S. Dr. Knien TI EY CuntrTwoop, Dean of Glecofler, 
Died in the Year 1928. And, it is to be feared, 
— 28 relating to the Ear of 08CoMOM 
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POSTSCRI 
CI HI n: k 

| this raten AK 

Soner 195 den in the e 
the Tüplick has been obliged Vieh a n 45 
tion of Mr. Valler s Poems, by Mr. Fent 
who has likewiſe made ſeveral mot J ess 
Obſervations . to. illuſtrate the Writings of 
that excellent Poet and ys Ootemporaries; ; 
1 5 whom, our Author, not being Ra 
caſt conhdcrable, wo. hall berg give ſome | 
Particulars, not known to us before, 3 

Of my, Lord Roscomon, ſays Mr. Fen- 
ton, I think I am enabled to give a fuller 
Account than has. hitherto. appear'd, . 
H was born in Ireland, when that was 
under the Adminiſtration of the Earl of 


Na A Strafford, 


* 


xii ad be, 
to whom his rene 4 s Mother 


O his e mi 
7 tat 8 

4 S Hr I ea 255 

Infancy in Ireland 3 but Archbiſhop Her 

having reclaimed his Father from the Church 


of the Ez wy Strafford, a end- 
ng ht bis Fa Foy be er ed to 
Sick 7 the "Bak ag of th "Iriſh 15 
Nom, ſeat tor Als God 151 4405 


placed 'bim * bis 1 in Tork bite, 2 | 
der the Tuidion 'of Pr. Hall, afterwards 2 


ſhop of Norwich h, 4 Perſon of eminent Le 
By him he was e 


in Lau; 254 without c learning che common 
Rules of Grammar, lich he could wot 

- retain in his dice he attained to wri 
in that Language wi with Claffical Elegance and 


Propriety ; ; and with ſo much Eaſe, that he 
choſe it to <orreſ| nd. with thoſe Friends 
who had Learning NA to are the 


Commerce. 4 |; ; 
7 OG 141 kL13 1! (117 5 wild 


1 1. 
Ns 15 ny e . bac of” 8 5 


bp 5 a 1 Pre to popu 
oy Tae * 1 e e bk 
xt ſent to comp cat if his E cation Ald 


in 1 Normandy, WN be Gare 15 9 5 
of t 0 Bos bartus. frer ſome 
he 8 5 K Rome, where be g 5 e 
with the moſt valuable Neis bs of Anti- 
quity; applying bimſelf particylarly to the 
K Rel Weil of Medals of Neck he gained in 
PerfeRion : And ſpoke talian with fo = 
Grace and Fluency, that he was frequently 
miſtaken there for a Native. Soon after the 
Reſtauration he returned to England, here | 
he was graciouſly received. by. T4 Charks 
and made Captain af the Band of P boo 
In the Gaicties of that Age h 
Emp ted * indulge 2 violent Spaten ber 
by which he frequently hazardec 
bie By in Jucls,, and exceeded the Bou 
of a moderate Fortune. * Di pute with 
the Lord Privy-Seal, about part of bis Eſtate, 
obliging him to reviſit his Native Country, 
he reſigned his Poſt in the Eugliſʒ Court: 
And ſoon. after. his Arrival. at: Dablins.” 5 


C16 


xiv POSTSCRIPT. 
Duke of Ormond appoi pointed him to be Cap. 
tain of the e Guards. His beloved Horace ob- 


red, that, The Diſeaſes of the Mi ind 4 n 


on tured by Chan . e the, Trut 
* pls Was edufirns ed b is Lordſhip! 
inple: For, be pas there a much as 


cher diltempered' with the fame fatal Aﬀe- 


Gion for Play; 55 which en gaged him 1 in one 
Adventure that well . to be e 


Vl⁊. 


As he returned to, bis Lodgibgs from 4 


Ie Gaming Table; he was attacked i in Tho Dark, 


by cheek Ruffians, who were imployed“ to 
Aſſaſſinate him: The, Fart defended Him- 
ſelf with fo much 1 that He dit 
patched on of the. Aggrelſors; While l Geti= 


terpoſed, and Alarme Another: the Third 
—.— himfelf by Flight. This enerous 
Aſſiſtant was a Aisbanded Officer, of « good 

Family, and fair Reputation; who, by 1 
we tr the Partiatit y of Fortune, to avoid 
cenſuring the Iniquirics of the Times, wanted 
even a plain Suit of Cloaths to make a de- 
cent Appearance at the Caſtle. But, his Lord- 


rr 6 enrrun/ 
ſhip 


„ «+ mo wh ny Way ==, th 


tleman, accidentally paſſing that Way, „ ig 


xv SAA 


ſhip on this Oecaſion, prtſenting him to the 
Pake of Ormond, with great 

wieh his Grace that he might re- 
ſign his Poſt of of the Guards 10 
his Friend; which, for about three Years 
the Gentleman enjoyed : And upon his Death, 
mn HF Joe 
nerous Benefactior. ; :- 

The Pleaſures of the l Court, and 
the Friendſhips he had there contracted 
were powerful Motives for his Return to 
London. Soon after he came, he was made 
| Maſter of the Horſe to her Royal Highnels 
the Dutcheſs of Tori. And married the 
mp men elſteſt Daughter of RIAA 
Earl of Burlington, who before had been the 
Wiſe of Colonel Courtney. © 
 Abdut this Time, in Imitation of thoſe 
learned and polite. Aſſemblies, with which 
he had been acquainted: abroad; particu- 
larly one at Caen, (in which his Tutor Be- 
chartus died ſuddenly, whilſt he was deli- 
vering an Oration) he began to form a So- 
ciety for the refining and fixing tho Standard | 
of our Language; in which Deſign his great 


F riend Mr. Dryden vas a principal Aſſiſtant. 
a 3 A 


© OSTSEORIDT xii 
 A'Delign! "of which it ts «nnch' eaſier to 


conceive an a le Idea, than àny ratios! 
nab Hope ever to ſee it brought to Perſection 
among us. This Project, at leaſt, was eu- 
tirely defeated by the Religious Commotions 
which enſued on King James's Acceſſion to 
the Throne: At which time the Earl took 
a Reſolution to paſs the Remainder of his 
Life at Rome; telling his Friends, it would 
de beſt to ſit next to the Chimney when the 
Chamber ſmoaked. Amid theſe Reflection 
he was ſeized by the Gout; and being too 
impatient of Pain, he permitted a bold French 
Pretender to Phyſic to apply a repelling 
Medicine, in order to give him preſent Re- 
tief; which drove the Diſtemper into his 
Bowels; and in a ſhort time put a Pcriod to 
his Life. The Moment in which he ex- 
pired, he eried out, with a Voice that ex- 
preſſed the A n Georges of Ars 
1705 | 


-»h God, my Father, and my Friend, 
"0 rec wk ar my End . 201 


e neue, of the Dire Ie, PT 
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xvii POSTSCRIPT. 

He was buried with great Funeral Pomp; 
but his Friends ſeem to have thought his 
own Writings a more durable Monument, 
than any they could erect to his Memory: 
And in them we view the Image of a Mind 
which was naturally Serious and Solid; richly 
furniſhed, and adorned, with all the Orna- 
ments of Art, and Science; and thoſe Orna- 
ments unaffectedly diſpoſed in the moſt re- 
gular, and cicgant Order. His Imagination 
.night have probably been more fruitful and 
ſprightly, if his Judgment had been leſs ſe. 
vere: But that Severity (delivered in a Maſ- 
culine, Clear, ſuccin&Stile) contributed to 
make him ſo eminent in the Didactical Man- 
ner, that no Man with Juſtice can affirm he 
was ever equalled by any of our own Na- 
tion, without confeſfing at the ſame time 
that he is inferior to none. In ſome other 
Kinds of Writing his Genius ſeems to have 
wanted fire to attain the Point of PerfeQion : 
But, who can attain it! 

Mr. Fenton concludes theſe curious Parti- 
culars of the Earl of Ro/comon's Life, 


W ls is 3 to be preſumed were 


POSTSCRIPT. wii 
communicated to him by Dean Chetwood) 
with informing us, that, Mr. Halter addteſſed 
the Poem to his Lordikip, on his Tranſla- 
tion of Ho Ac s Art of Portry, Ann. 
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1 a 


The VISION. 


O the pale Tyrant, * who to horrid Graves 
Condemns ſo many thouſand helpleſs Slaves, 
Ungrateful, We do gentle Sleep compare, 5 
Who, tho' his Victories as num rous are, 
Yet from his Slayes no Tribute does he take, 
But woful Cares, that load Men while they wake. 


When his ſoft Charms had eas'd my weary Sight 
Ot all the baneful Troubles of the Light, 


* Death, IJ? 


are din 1 De 

i Nies diveſted of the Scorn, 

1 Which the un-equal'd Maid ſo long had worn: 

; How oft in vain, had Love's great God effay'd ' 

| Leser the fiber Hem of that bright Mai 
1 Yet ſpite of all the Pride that ſwells her Mind, 

| - The humble God of Sleep * can make her kind, 
A riſing Bluſh increas'd the native Store 

Of Charms, which but too fatal were before; 


Once more preſent the vision to my View, 
The /weet Illuſion, gentle Fate, renew ! 
' How kind, how lovely ſhe, how raviſh'd 7! 
' Shew me, bleſt God of Sleep, and let me pix. 


X Monrunzus. 


ES 


Bork of BY 0 5 4 
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The bean of Care Seloe Beare, in 
PASTOR F1Do, * Paraphraſed. 


EAR happy Groves, and you the dark Retreat 
Of ſilent Horrour, Reſt's eternal Seat! 


Suits with the chaſte Retirement of a Maid : Pak 


O! if kind Heaven had been ſo much my Friend. 
To make my Fate upon my Choice depend; - | 
All my Ambition 1 would here confine, 
And only this Elam ſhould be mine. 
Adore thoſe Idols which their Fancy made ; 


Purchaſing Riches with our Time and Care, a A 


We loſe our Freedom in a gilded Snare; 
And having all, all to ourſelves refuſe/, 
Oppreſt with Bleſlings, which we fear to-uſe, 
Fame is at beſt but an unconſtant Good, 
Vain are the boaſted Titles of our Blood. 
We ſooneſt loſe what we-moſt highly prize, 
And, with our Touts, our AAS: ©: ants dies; 


Pator ; the whole of which is ed by Sir Richard 
Panſhaw 
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Fido, i. e. The Fai * d, is an alias 
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4 PorMs by the 

In vain our Fields and Flocks increaſe our Store, 

If our Abundance makes us wiſh for more; 

How happy is the harmleſs Country Maid, 

Who, rich by Nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous Aid ! 
Whoſe modeſt Cloaths no wanton Eyes invite, 

But, like her Soul, preſerves the native White; 

Nor pinch'd with Want, nor cloy'd with wanton Eaſe, 


Who, free from Storms, which on the Great One: fall, 


Makes but few Wiſhes, and enjoys them all ; 

No Care but Love can diſcompoſe her Breaſt, 
Love, of all Caret, the ſweeteſt and the bet, 

While on ſweet Graſs her bleating Charge does lie, 

Our happy Lover feeds upon her EY; 

Not One on whom, or Gedi, or Men impole, 

But One whom Love has for this Lover choſe : 

Under ſome fav'rite Myrtle s ſhady Boughs, 

They ſpeak their Paſſions in repeated Vows ; 

And whilſt a Blaſt confeſſes how ſhe burns, 

His faithful Hear# makes as ſincere Return:; ; 

Thus in the Arms of Love and Peace they lie, 

And while they Live, their Flames can never Die. / 


8 


The Ane T of the Old Hun of Com- 


mons, 70 the New one appointed 


70 meet at Oxſord, 1681, 
ROM deepeſt Dungeons of eternal Night, 


The Seats of Horrour, Sorrow, Pains, and Spite, | 


I have been ſent to tell You tender Youth 
A ſeaſonable and important Trathk? 
I feel, (but O! too late) that no Diſtuſe 
Is like a Surfeit of Jaxurious Eaſe; 
And of all other, the moſt tempting Things, 
Are too much Wealth, and too indulgent Kings. 
None ever was ſuperlatively il. 

But by Degrees, with Induſtry and Skil - 
And ſome, whoſe Meaning has at firſt been fir, 
Grow Knaves by Uſe, and Rebels by Deſpair.” 
Keep the fr ft Bloſſoms from the Blaſt of Sin; 
And by the Fate of my tumultuous Ways, 
Preſerve yourſelf, and bring ſerener Days. 
The buſy ſubtile Serpents of the Lew, 

Did firſt my Mind from true Obedience drawj 
While I did Limits to the K 1x6 preſcribe, 
And took for Oracles that cant Tribe, 


nh, - I chang 
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Earl of RoscoMon, ©F 
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6 PO ENS 5. 
aan ee for the Name of Free, 
And grew Seditions for Variety; JJ 
All that oppos d: Me, were to be Scud, | | 
And by. the Laws I legally abus d 
The Robe was ſummon d, Max a rp at the Head,, 
In legal Murder, none ſo deeply read: * 
I. brought him to the Bar, where once he ſtood, 
Staind with the (yet un- expiated) Blood 
Of the brave 8ST RAT 0RD, when Three Kingdoms rung. 
Wich his accumulative Hackney-Tongue; - 
Pris'ners and Witneſſes were waiting by ;: 
Theſe had been taught to ſwear, and thoſe to dir;. 
And to expect their arbitrary Fates 
Some for ill Faces, ſome for good Eſtates. 
To fright the People and alarm the Town, .. 
BeDLOE and O drs employ'd the Rev'read. Cow | 
But while the Tripp/a Mitre bore. the Blame, 
The K IN o's Three Crowns. were their Revelious Aim: 
I ſeem'd (and did but ſeem) to fear the Guards, 
And took for mine the BzxTHzrLs and the Wass. 
Anti-Monarchic-Hereticks of State, 
Immoral, Atheiſts, Rich, and Reprobate: 
But above all, I got a little Guide, 4 
Who ev ry Ford of Villainy had try ec. 
None knew ſo well the old pernicious Way | . | 
To ruin S#ubje#;, and make Kings obey; | 
And my ſmall J x n u, at u furious Rate, 5 
Was driving Eighty back to 29 


9 Th Earl of Shaftesbury, 
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Ear of RoscoMon. 
This the King knew, and was reſulv d to bear; ; 
But I miſtook his Patience for his Fear. wy 
Was facrific'd to my voluptuous Board, 75 
He had excepted, by a ſtrict Decree; 
Yet It in Pieces I conſpir d to tear; 
Beware, my Child! Divinity is there. | 
This ſo aut - did all I had done before, | | | 
I could attempt, and He endure no more. | 
My unprepar'd and unrepenting Breath | 
Was ſnatch'd away by the ſwift Hand of Death; 
And I, with all my Sins about me, harl'd * 
To th' Utter Darkueſs of the lower World: . 
A dreadful Place | which You too bon will ſee, 
If you believe Seducers more than Me. 


* Shakeſpeare. 


The 


$ pos by the 


The SPEECH of 


Tun Riſfs GHOST, 


To his PUPIL, 
The D UK E of M onmout h. 


Hame of my Life, Diſturber of my Tomb, 
Baſe as thy Mother's proſtituted Womb; 


To Knaves a Fool, to cred lous Fools a Knave, 
The King's Betrayer, and the Peoples Slave, 
Like Sa MUL, at thy Negromantic Call, 
I riſe to tell thee, God has left thee Saul. 

I trove in vain th Infected Blood to cure; #4 
Streams will run muddy, when the gpring's ** 
In all your meritorious Life we ſee 

Old T ary rt * invincible- Sebriety. 


Huffing to Cowards, fawning to the Brave, \ 


* Shafrerbury. 


Earl of RoscoMoN. 
Places of Maſter of the Horſe, and Spy, 
You (like Tom Howard ) did at once ſupply: 
From S1DnEY's * Blood your Loyalty did fpring; 
You ſhow us all your Fathers, but the King, 
From whoſe too tender, and too bounteous Arms, 
( Unhappy he, who ſuch a Viper warms ; £ 
As dutiful a Subject as a Son ) 4 
To your true Parent, the «whole Town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th' old Apoftate fell, 
Out-do his Pride, and merit more than Hell: 
Both He and Yow were glorious and bright, 
The Firſt and Faireſt of the Sons of Light ; 
But when, like Him, Tos offer d at the Crown, 
Like Him, your angry Father kick'd you down. 


| * Algernon Sidney, . 
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Thro' Woods and Fields Deftruion ſow.. 


| Yet we unmov d will üit and mile, 


| From Winter's Rage defend her voice, 
At which the I ning Gods reJoyce. 


Whilſt all our Paſſions it controuls, 
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STANZAS ona Young LADY who 
Sung finely ; but, was afraid of a Corp, 
i 
INTER, thy Cruelty extend, 
Til fatal Tempeſts ſwell the Sea; 
In vain let ſinking Pilots pray, 
Beneath thy Yoke let Nature bend; 
Let piercing Froſt, and laſting Snow, 


9 
II. W 


While you theſe leſſer Ils create; 
Theſe we can bear; but, gentle Fate, 
And thou bleſt Genius of our Iſle, 


III. N f a 
May that Celeſtial Sound each Day 
With Extaſie tranſport our Souls, 


And kindly drives our Cares away; 
Let no ungentle COLD deſtroy, 
All Taſte we have of Heav'nly Fey. 


On the DzArn of-.. 


A Ladr's LAP- DO 0 


1 happy Creature, are — 


From all the Torments V endure: 
Deſpair, Ambition, Jealouſy, 5 
Loſt Friende, nor Love, diſquiet Thee; 

A ſullen Prudence drew Thee hence, | 
From Noiſe, Fraud, and Impertinence; _ 
Tho? Life, eſſay d the ſureſt Wile, _ 

Gilding itſelf with L AUR 4's Smile. 

How didſt Thow ſcorn Life's meaner Charms; 
Thou, who cou dſt break from L AUR 4's Arms! 
Poor Cynic! Still methinks I hear 

Thy awful Murmur: in my Ear; 

As when on LAURA. Lap you lay, 
Chiding the worthleſs Croud away. 

How fondly Human" Paſſions turn! 

What we then Evvy's, now e Mono? 
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An Imitation of Horace, Rook I. Ode 21 
iy Ott, &c. 


PI OG + 
IRTUE, Dear Friend, needs no Defence, 
No Arms but its own Innocence; | 
Quivers and Bows, and poiſon'd Darts. 
Are only us'd by Guilty Hearts, Fe 


- 2 Ws 
An honeſt Mind ſafely alone, 
May travel thro' the Burning Zovez 
thro',the deepeſt Seythian Snows; _ 
Or where the fam'd Hydgpſes flows, 
| III. 
While, rul'd by a reſiſtleſ Fire, 
Our great ORINDA * I admire; 


The hungry Wolves, that ſee me ſtray 
Vnarm' d and fingle, run.away. = 


. Katherine Phillips; 


LEG] A SAG 228 Fe 
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Earl of Ros comxon. 


IV. 


Set me. in the remoteſt Place 

That ever Neptune did embrace; 
When there, her Image fills my Breaft, 
Helicos is not half fo bleff. 


V. 
So ſhe my Fancy entertain; 


And when the thirſty Monſters meet; 
They'll all pay Homage to my Feet. 


\ 
The Magic of ORIND A's Name 
Not only can their Fierceneſs tame, 


But, if that -ighty Word I once: rehearſe, 
They ſeem ſubmiſſiyely to Roar in Vere, 
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HE Day of Writh, that dreadful Day, | 
Shall the whole World in Aſhes hy, 
As DAVID and the 6151 Ls fy. | 


SS Of 
| What Horrour will invade the Mind. 
When the ſtrict Judge, who would be kind, | 
Shall have few Venia! Faults to find ? 
III, 


The laſt loud Trumpet's wondrous Sound, 
eee e- , een 
And wake the Nations under Ground. 
* This is a Trandation of the Ghyrch Hypm, beginning 
F 

«* | IV. Natwe 
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Ea of Roscomon: os 


IV. 


| 

cold the pale Offender Hr 
| 

c 

| 


And view the Judge with conſcious Eyes. 


v. 


| Then ſhall, with univerſal Dread. | 
The ſacred Myſtic Book be read, + 1 1 + 1-7 | 
To try the Living and the De. 


The Judge aſcends his awful Throne: der wal 
He makes each ſecret Sin, he known, .. 05 n 
And all with Shame confels their , „ ile 0d 


| © theo! What hen anf 1 be 
To fave my laſt impe Stake, + B30. Slot | 
When * have Cauſe to 4 4 4 fg . 
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por by the + 
IX, 


= Porget not what my Ratiſom coſt, - 1. 
Nor let my dear- bought Soul be loſt,” 88 88 | 
In Storms of guilty Tenor tolt. * wol he 


. 


Thou, who for me didſt feel fach Pain, 
Whoſe precious Blood the Croſi did fi N 
W ee ir Ee J 


NI. 


Thou, whom avcoging pow rs obey,” | 
Cancel wy Debt { tos Ster to ey) I are 
- Befoce the 4 ting Day. 12 41591 


XII. 


Surrounded with amarikg Fats. 
W hoſe Load my Soul with Auguiſf be, 
I gh, erregen, Wer 


XIII. 


The whe wormard wh e, 0 
And, by abſolving of the Thief. n 0 
Haſt gi n me Hope, now give Relief, | Res"; 


2261 7 [i 


Earl of Rosco xo. 


Reʒect not wy unworthy Prayer; - 
Preſerve me from that dang'rous Snare, 


XV. 


Give my exalted Soul a Place 
Amongſt thy choſen Right-Hand Race, 
The Sons of God and Heirs of Grace, 


ks. . XVI. 
Where Flames devour, and Serpents hiſs, 
Promote mie to thy Scat of Bliſs. 


XVII, 


Proſtrate, my contrite Heart I rend 
My God, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do not forſake me in my End. 


XVIII. 


Well way they curſe their ſecond Breath, 
Who riſe to a reviving Death. ö 
Thou Great CREATOR of Mankind, 
Let Guilty Man Compaſſion. find. 
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Mr. Dryden's CHARACTER of the 
Earl of DORSET's Potms.* . 
HERE is not an Engliſh Wri- 


OE ter this Day living, who is not 
— 2 convinced, that your 


Lordhip excels all others, in all 
the ſeveral Parts of Poetry which 


you have undertaken to adorn. I will not 


attempt in this Place, to ſay any thing par- 
ticular of your Lyric Poems, tho' they are 
the Delight and Wonder of this „ 
will be the Envy of the next. ere is 
more of Salt in your Verſes, than I have 
ſeen in any of the Moderns, or even of the 
Ancients ; but you have been ſparing of the 
Gall, by which Means you haye pleaſed all 


Readers, and offended none. Your Wri- 
' tings are every where ſo full of Candour, 


that, like Hoxace, you may expoſe the 


Follies of Men, without arraigning their 
Vices; and in this excel.him, that you add 


that Pointedneſs of Thought, which is viſibly 


wanting in our Great Roman. That whi 


* See A Diſcourſe concerning the Original and Progreſs of 
Satire. Addreſſed to the Earl of >, aw ck $4 


His CHARACTER 19 


is the prime Virtue, and chief Ornament of 
VISIT, which diſtinguiſhes him from the 


reſt of Writers, is ſo conſpicuous in your; 
Verſes, that it caſts a Shadow on all your 
Cotemporaries; we cannot be ſeen, or but 


obſcurely, while you are preſent. I read 


you with Admiration and Delight. For my 
own Part, I muſt avow it freely to the 
World, that I never attempted any thing in 


Satire, wherein I ' have not ied your 


Writings, as the moſt perfect Model. I have 
continually laid them before me; and the 
greateſt Commendation which my own Par- 
tiality can give my Productions, is, that 
they are Coptes, and no farther to be allow- 
5 than as they have ſomething more or 
8 


of the Original. Some few Touches 


of your Lordſhip, ſome ſecret Graces which 
I have endeavoured to expreſs after your 
Manner, have made whole Poems of mine 
to paſs with Approbation; but, take Tour 

Verſes all- together, and they are Inimitable. 
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POEMS by the 


Earl of DORSET, 


r 


02 the Counteſs of DoxcntsTER, 
Miſtreſs to 0 — ns Changi 4 
Written in the Tear | 


E LL me, WE why ſo gay, 
Why ſuch Embroid'ry, Nan, and Lace? 
Can any Dreſſes find a Vayo + 
To ſtop th Approaches of. Deeay, - . 
And mand 4 ruin d Fare? 


II. Wilt 


Earl of Dongtr, 1 


Wile Thou Gill edis in the Box, -- 7 5 EP $43 
| Srilt ge in the Ring? 5 735 1 , 
Can all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks © © 
Make 'Thee 4 fine young Thing : 
ur 
So Raye I fern in Larder dar A 
32344 . Of ven a lucid Lon; * 
Replete with many a brilliant Spark, 
As wiſe Philoſophers remark) 
At once both flink and ſpine. 


e N 


ee B Ee e Eee t 


On te SAME. 
ROUD with the Spoils of Royal Cully; 
Wich falſe leave Aa fai, | 
She Cirrggers like a batter'd 5 

To try the Tempers of Men's Heart, 


. 
Tho' ſhe appear as glitt ring fine, A 
As Gems, and Jeſts, and Paint can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a Breaſt like mine, | 
The Devil and Sir Deva * take her, wy 


#* Sir David Colyar, late Earl of Poremore, | | 
B 4 © N” 
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3 
DoLLy CHAMBERLAIN, 
SEMPSTRESS, 


.IN THE. 


New. Exchange. 


OLLY's Beauty and Art, 
Have fo hemm'd in my Heart, 
a That I cannot refiſt the Charm: | Y 
In Revenge 1 will itch | ey 
| Up the Hole next her Breech, | 
With a Needle as long as my Arm. 
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Earl of Do Rs 1 23 
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CATALOGUE 


Of our moſt Eminent 


NINN IE S. 


W the Eatl of 7 O RSE. 
in the Year 1683. 
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* | | 
, 7 ene Hor, Sat. 1. 
| 2 err 
URS be thoſe dull, unpainted, doggrel. Rhimes, 
Whoſe harmleſs. Rage has laſh'd our impious Times. 
Riſe thou, my Muſe, and with the ſharpeſt Thorn, 
Inſtead of peaceful Bays, my Brows adorn; | 1 


535 Iaſpit d 


— 


i "Be eiae che 
Inſpir'd with juſt Diſdain, and mortal Hate, 
Who long have been my Plague, ſhall feel thy Weight; : 


I ſcorn a giddy and unſafe Applauſe: 7 
1 But this (ye Gods) is fighting in your Cauſe, | Fe, i! 


"If their curs'd Walls deſerv'd the Fiymes fo wel. 
Go on, my Muſe, and with bold Voice proclaim | 
The vicious Lives, and long deteſted Fame, 
Of ſcoundre! Lords, and their lewd Wives Amours, 
Firap-Stateſien, Canting-Prieſts, Court-Bawds and Whotes: 
Exalted Vice its own vile Name does ſound, © | | 
Thro' Climes remote, and diſtant Shores renown'd. 
Thy Strumpets, Charles, have ſcap d no Nations Ear, 
Cleveland the Van, and Portſmouth leads the Rear: 
A Brace of Cherubs of ag vilen Brad, Y \ 
Is ever vie produc's of Human Seed... . 
To all but Thee, the Punks were ever kind, 
Free as looſe Air, and gen'rous as the Wind. 4245 
Both ficer'd thy P—-e, and the Nation's Helm; 
And both betrey d thy P——e, and the Realm. = 
"O BanBARA! * thy execrable ka ume 
Is ſure embalin d with everlaſting Shame. 
Could not the num rous Hoſt thy Luft ſuffice, 
Which in laſcivious Shoals ador d thy Eyes: 
| When their bright Beams were through our Orb diſplay d. 
And Kings each Morn their Perſiavs Homage 80 1 
O Famer} may thy dread Noddle be ') 
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As free from Danger, as nr free: 1 5 
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2 The Dees of Clevelags Chviltian Nene 


N 5 


1 


Earth off D ORS r. 25 
But if that good and gracious -Monarch's 8 Ne 
Could neꝰ er confine one Woman to his mn , 
B ——7«ĩꝰ = 


Can guard that Frant, which has not 1 
Poor Shrew: bary's Fall, ern het oπZn Sex deplore, ft £ 0 
Who n 
But Grafton bravely: does revenge her: Fate, » 2 
And fays, Thou court'ſt her thirty Years 'too ane.) 
She ſcorns ſuch Dwvindlesz — 75a ink 


Is fitter for thy Scapter thaa thy Tow nn / ⁊³ 
Old Delamer, Shrewsbray, D | $57 ba 
Why in that Ratgly Frame ſue lies ſo lows: = 7 "> 
And who beth GARE e ::: 

Her Windows {mall Deſoent on tiſing Ground 
Thro' the large Saſt de paſ@ CHE Fore, of vid) Mt 1 
To her att D in een ce _ dvs 
Moerdaunt ( that inſolent iM. natur d Bear) ol ; | 


From the cloſe Grotta. when; vo — 7 ** 
Mounts like a. rampant Stag and ruts hit Dean od hd 
But when by dine Mlichance the hanwleſeanf + 1-41 | 
Io the dark Cloſet, with loud; Shrigkee ierayhtncn os 11-112 © 
The naked Lecher. What: a Watul Gref e 190 11 254: , 
It was? Th' Adulteteſi flew. to bis Ralicks :-. J 
And ſav d his being murger!d for a Ef. 
Detencelels Limbs the Welbarmd Hoſt mild: 9900 ?A 
Scarce her o.π᷑ fs wich; her on Slaves /ptevaird} -! : 
Though well prepar's for. Flight, he mqurũ d his Weight. 
And begg'd A#con's Change, to ſcape Adaams Fate: 

But wing u with, Fear, tho' patranstorm'd,, he bounds, 
And, Fwift az Hinds, out- ſtrips yelling Hounds. gud | 
dl... Beware 


26 POZ us 
You bil hee hora ee 5 10 
From fee Rin, ad ks ee. ver. | 1 
eee er) ee. 
Which eee ery ack 
repre furprizing Dangers Uread,'! 
oo Harlots lead your Steps aſtray, '-: | 
u reel. eee ne want on ur aha | 
2 St. Ice to the Land of Thule, / . 
: not a Whore who $ ———— s$ {o like 
ee ra 
e eee ſeverer Curſe. 
* ib aig ear eb 151-22) „ „ 
marry'd we | op # - 8 * 0 
But ſeeing they ure lawful Man and Wife. oo 70 
* * ? 


Why ſhould the Fool and Drazel live in 
q 
Or why ſhould be to M.. of Circat's 
E 
Mulgrave (ho all his Surnmons to big War 
Safely committee nie wile Prince's Care) oF 
Lords it o'er all Mankind, and is the firſt, | 1 to 501 
By Woman hated, and by Man accurr'd. | mT ande 
Well has his Staff «"double Uſe ſupply, . 
n upheld his Body and his wy » 13 
bavghtily- he cries, Page, ferch a h Wỹʒ il 007 


ae Ruſcul, nnen wh dad 
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He 
ig. carried the Lord Tante, Challenge to the 
Bring 


$5 1. 


Earl of Dont. 


Bring in that blittay s Wench ; Woman, come near; 


Rot you, you dragghd Bitch, What is't you feart © 
Trembling ſhe comes, and with as little Flame, 
As he for the dear Part from whence be came. 
Thine, crafty Seymour, was u good Defignz = 
For ſure his Iflve ne'er will injure thine : . 
But thou thy ſelf muſt needs confeſs, that ſhe 
Does juſtly curſe thy Politicks and the. 
Her noble Proteſtant has got a Flail, 
Young, large, and fit to teague her briny Tail; 
eee omen nr 


Tho Prince, 4s Gout, he eeurts in al her Drone; 


The Frigid he, and ſhe the Torrid Zone. 
Both Friend and Foe he with vaſt Ruin mauls, 
Who at firſt Thruſt before, both Sexes falls. 
Had I, O! had I his tranſcendent Verſe, - 
In his own lofty Strains, T would rehearſe 


But lov'd Adult'ry more than Royal Blood. 
Young Offory, ( who lov'd the haughty Peer} 
Her Mother's darling Sins could beſt declare: 

But to her Memory we muſt be juſt; : 
"Tis Sacrilege to rob ſuch beauteous Duſt. *' 
O Wharton, Wharton ! what a wretched Tool, | 

Is a dull Wit, when made a Wotnan's Fool? . 
Thy rammiſh ſpendthvift Buttocks, u. well amm. 
Her nauſeous Bait has made thee ſwallow down, 
Tho mumbled, and ſpit out by half the Town: 


* 
27 
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That deey Intrigue, when be the Princeſs woe d. * 
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ideas wel i .esboos a 645 . 
The many Manſions in thy F —— Houſe? - 
How often prais'd thy dear curvetting T ——; - 
Which thou rid'ſt curb'd, like an unruly Horſe? 

How big with Joy ſhe went with thee. to Church, - 
When thou (falſe Varlet) left her in the Lurch | 
Ev'n E —— #5, who refus'd none before, 1 god? ul 
Scorn'd to pronounce the Banns with ſuch a Won. 
To Pancras Tom, there ſuch as ſhe reſort; 
(That * Mother-Church too does all Sinners court) 

As ſhe has been thy Strumpet all her Life. 
"Tis Time to make her now thy. lawful Wife, - 
That B—y's Spouſe may pride it in her Bor. 
With Face and C ——— all martyr'd with the Poz;; - - 
In ſome deep Saw · pit, both their Noddles hide: 
For tis hard gueſſing which has the beſt Bride. 
Ah Tom! an enen 1 0 b 
Has choſen much the better Haradan: 1/9 di ul 
She, a good-natur'd candid Devil, hows Janine wi i 
Him all the Bawding Jiking:Tricks. he know. - 

Thy Rook ſome txivial Cheats hes Blockbeay uns 2000 
While he the Maſter Nocuf ne er diſcerns . 
To Por and Plague, 0 ee Aer 19 
As ſhe's from Child. bed Pain and Peril fre: 
Her actual Sins invalidate the firſt. n i ona 


With Eaſe ſhe teems, and hringę forth, unaccur@. W {ich 2 21 
To thee, Luciva, ſhe need never call, 


Like ripen” d Fruit, her mellow Baſtards fall; 


— a 


2 2 
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Earl of Dost. 29 
And what with needleſs Labgur I diſcloſe, | 1 
Whoever, like Charles v ſcorns Dilgrace, 


Can never want, altho he loſe his Place: an, EE 
That Toothleſs Murd'rer, tq his iu Reproach, - | 1 
Pimps for his Siſter, to maintain a Coach; RT {A ad WF 
And let what will the Church or State befal, _ 


One fulſome crafty, Mhote maintain d em all. 
Scarſdale, tho loath'd, dl the fair Sex adores, . 
And has a Regiment of Horſe and Whores. 
Amidſt the common Rout of caxly Duns, . 


For Mwftard, Soap, Milk, Sgll-canl, 4A e., "7 


Two rev'rend Officers (morg: hi 1 , 
Wait on his linking Levee, ey'sy. Mora, ... ..: = 
And in full Pomp his Palace-Gatez adorn. A * 

But which is maſt in yogue, ds hood U & al 
The public Bawsd, or private Centinel!; <A 


That blubber'd Oaf, for two dull dribbling Bouts, 
ee ART aa Jari 
E'er it could fetch, ,'twas like pox'd. Zveſyn-ſpoiltd,(': -- | 
Yet it can't touch a Wench, but ſhe's with Child 112 
But who can think that peſulgntial e“ ß >, 117 
Should raiſe up Life, that; always bats nb Deb, 
'Tis ſtrange Kilgore, that xefin'd. Nuas Garcon 

Was never yet at the Bell-Sawage own. v. die 
For he's a true and. wonderful Babooa. cr, 4 2 
It therefore wiſely was at firſt /Gefigntdc:o © e 
He ne'er ſhould like to. propagate-his, Kind), oil) ls on ok 
But the dull venom d Drougii in vain employs,  .: n 
Like the U bee a44%ucy.je ) 29904 1 & 
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With foul Corruption ſure he firſt was fed, 
And by equiv'cal Generation bret. werden 
An honeſt “ gelen Gooſe; compar'd to him, 
Is a fine Creature, and of more Eſleem. 

No learn'd Philoſophers need ftrive to know, 
Whether his Soul's ex traduce"or . Tha 
No Soul of Senſe would ever enter there. 
I wonder he dares ſpeak, for fear we jerk 

His lazy Bones, and make the Monkey work. 
If aged Delamer has left the Trade, 
And had enough of coſtly Maſquerade, 
With Flames renew'd, aner 
Now Rocheſter has nothing elſt to do. 
Well done, old Eyde, we ill thy Choice adore; | 
She is the younger, and much better Whore. 
But Hickes has ſure, to his eternal Curſe, ry 2 
Left his own Strumpet, and eſpous d a worſt 
That blazing Star ill riſes with the unn. 
And will, I hope, 'whene'er it Tets, g dem. Ji 29's 
St. Perer new deny'd his Lord but türice; ate 217 
But good St. Edward ſcorns cs be fo nite : 
He, ev'ry Maſs, abjures what he before. 
On Teſts and Sacraments ſo often TTY HET 
Of him, os wes HeLa ee: : off 204 . 
He turn d, becauſe on Briad alone — 39 ——— 
And make the Wafer fave his Bread and Wine? 7 Of 
Mammon s the God he'll worſhip any way.” N iii 541 4 | 
And keeps Convicion ready to a Day. | zus 2 22lled 
2a bl are an bred in fome en Sele. 
* 


Earl of Doxs Er. 
Forbid it Heav'n, I cer ſhould live to ſee 
Our pious Monarch's gorgeous Chapel be 
Fill'd writh ſuch Miſcreant Profelytes as he. 
Miſerere Domine ! Ave Maris ! 
Poor Father Dover has got a Gonorrhea. 
Was Cer (dread James) ſo much AﬀeRion ſhown ? 
He'd fave thy Soul, but cares not for his own. 
How Shrecribury prays, that old adult'rous Fap 
May find it a Cormegan ſwinging Clap ! F 
Unhappy Maid | who Man has never known, $a 
And yet, with perilous Pangs, brought forth a Son! 
Our * Chyro-Medico Dydimas nothing ſmelt, 
Till he the ſprawling Bantling heard and felt. 
And now it ſurely cannot be deny'd | 
By him, who cur'd the King of what he dy'd. 
How Herbert boaſts, that his wiſe King's-Head C.] 
Foretold the diſmal Times we all ſhould rue. | 
Cure d be the Sereech Owls? that rebellious Crowd. 
Preſag d, indeed, Rome's ſwift Approach, as loud, 
As wiſe Caſſandvs's boding Voice of old, 
The wretched Fate of ancient R foretold,  ' © 
But why is he againſt the bringing in | un 
Any Religion that indulges Sin? 
He who his other Charges can retrench, 
To fave ten Guineas for a handſome Wench ; 
Or be content to part with twenty Pound, 
If Mrs. White inſure her being found. 
That Ideot. thinks the tawdry' Harlot's glad 
To ſerve him now, for Favours ſhe has had. 


* Dr. Xing, a Man Midwife. 
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But who (dear Harvey ) ever heard before "v1 
Of Gratitude in any common Whore? - TOR 
She mounts the Price, and goes half Snack herſelf, 

And well knows how to cully ſuch an Elf. 


Poor Fenny I muſt needs much more applaud, 


A better Whore, and truer Friend and Bawd. 


Like the French King, be all his Conqueſts buys, | 
And pow'rful Guineas ſtill ſubdues their Eyes. 


Hoyy his ſmug little black-ey'd Harlot ga d 


On's hoarded Gold, and fine Appartments prais'd! 
— F—— (not truſting to the Miſer's Truth) 
Like Fo/eph's Sacks, with Money in her Mouth; 
Sometimes he'll venture for himfelf to trade, 
With aukward Grace, at Balls and Maſquerade, 
But what was the proud Coxcomb cer: the near, 


-*©4x . 


Unleſs he got my Lady Gerhard there 


Her Qualities to all the World are known; . o 
Fair as his Kin, and haneſt as her qwn.. | 
. ur ty Rr 1, Real 
ee ee MO + 
Inceft with neareſt Blood, Adult ry, all 

Her darling Sins, we ggay. well, Deadly . 
Whateer in Times of Fes he may Kane ben, oh 
Her Luſt has now parch d up- her riyel d Skiq. 
Thou Town of Eumontan, I charge, declare 2 
What ſhe and Orkney did ſo often there. 4 


That * ſcribbling Fool, who wiites-to ber in Mare, | 
And only ſpeaks his Songs to make em ſwyteter: 


Great Virgil's true Reverſe in Senſe and Fates 
For what another writ, procur d his Hate. | 


* Mr, Wolſeley. 


Earl of Doxs Ex. 33 
To be but thought a Wit, he loſt his Place ;. IP 
And yet to ſhow he is not in that Race, | = 
Will write himſelf, and add to his Diſgrace. 
His Valentinian's learned Preface ſhines, 
Like Memphis' Siege, or Bulloign's radiant Lines... 
Among the Muſes all his Time he ſpends, 
And his whole Study tow'rds Parzaſſus bends : 
Yet if for his, one handſom Thought be ſhown, 
Stop the dull Thief; TI ſwear tis not his own. 
Satire's his Joy; but it he don't improve, 
Give me his Hatred, let her take his Love. 
That Fop ſhe Herbert more than Thee admires; 
He often quenches ker laſcivious Fires. 
In vain poor Harvey, with ridic lous Joy, © | | 
Shews her, and ev'ry Fool, his hopeful Boy. W * 
His City SongſtreGs, fas, keeps ſuch a Pother, 42 
He'll ne er be able to get her another. 
Join, then, propitious Sturs, their widow d Store, 
And make them happy, as they were before; 
That is, may the decay'd inceſtuous Punk 
Swill like his Spouſe, and he, like her, Die drunk; 
Why, Harding, has the good old Queen the Grace, | 
To ſee thy Bear-like Mien, and Baboon Face? A 
Her Court (the Gods be praii'd J has long been free | 5 
From 1riſb Priggs, and ſock dull Sots as be. 5 
The wakeful Gen val, conſcious of thy Charms, . 
Dreads thine, as much as Monmourh's fierce Alarms: 5 


Yet ſure there is a greater Ditch between 
A greaſy whiggith Dole, wid Charles Queen, 
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There is, and Harding ſoars not yet fo high, 
His ogling Pigſnies doat on, Lady Di. * * 
That Gudgeon on ſoft Baits will only bite, 
For eaſy Conqueſts are his ſole Delight. 
And none can ſay, but that his Judgment's good, 
For all our Kings are made of Fleſh and Blood. 
Vernon, the Glory of that luſtful Tribe, 
Scorns to be meanly purchas'd with a Bribe : 
To Fame and Honour hates to be a Slave, 
But freely gives what Nature freely gave. 
Like Heirs to Crowns, with ſure Credentials born, 
Her haſty Baſtards private Entries ſcorn; 
In midſt of Courts, and in the mid of Day, 
With little Peril force their eaſy Way. 
But Woodford is, methinks, a better Seat, 
And for diſtended Wems a ſafe Retreat, 
Twas well advis d old Kirk no Dangers fend —. 
No Groans, nor yelling Cries, can there be heard: 
In this lewd Town, and theſe cenſorious Times, 
Where cv'ry Whore rails at each other's Crimes. 
Fair Theodoſia ! thy Romantic Name 
Had ſure been blaſted with eternal Shame : 
But thy wile Stratagems ſo well were hid, 

I'd almoſt ſwear, thou art a very Maid. 
Go on, nd Ge eee 
Let Wincwp make th inceſtuous Uncles Fools: 
While Prudence pimps, and ſuch a Foe combines, 


* 


Impregnate mpre and more by ſeedy Loins z; &. 


Thou ſtill art Re, tho' thy large Womb ſhould bear; 
Like hers, who teem'd for er ry Day d Ver, 


Lady Diana Howard. | Proud 
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Proud Ormond jullty Ghnnks et Daveb-buite Thage | 
A little too unwieldy for a Rape. 
Yet being conſcious it will tumble down, 
At firſt Aſſault, ſurrenders up the Town. 
But no kind Conqueror has yet thought ſit 
To make it his below d imperial Sent. 
That batter'd Fort, which they with Eaſe deceive, 
pilag d and fack'd; to the next Foe they leave. 
And haughty Di, in juſt Revenge will try't, | 
(Altho' ſhe ſtarve) with any ſenſeleſs Wight z - © 
Not that to any Principle ſhe's firm, n 65 
But is debauch d by damn d ſeducing 8pm. vg" 
Shrewsbury veell knevy the banning Hour, Martine 4 
The Main throws out, or eſe a Nick, Eleven: © 
When her decrepit Spend-thrift, troopleis Rook, 
Is meek as Moſes hid in Fire and Smoak. A 
Our Sacred Writ does learnedly relate, | , 
For one poor Babe, two Mothers hot Debate: | 
But our two doughty Heroes, I am told, 
Which is the trueſt Father, fiercely ſcold. | - 
Both Claims ſeem juſt and great; but gen'rous Hales, 
Who on the right Side, always is, prevails, " 
He will not only fave its Life, but Soul ; q 
So poor Paul Kirk is fobb'd off for a Fool. mY 
= tis all one; Sir Conrtly Nice does ſwear, 

He'll go to Mrs. Grace of Exeter. | 

But why to Ireland, Bennet? lot the Clime, 
Doſt thou imagine, makes an eaſy Time ft 
Ungratefully indeed thou did'ſt requite 
The 6kilful Goddeſs of the filent Night, 


i ' 


3s _ Porms by the 
By whoſe kind Help thou walſt ſo oft before 
Deliver d ſafely on thy Native Shore. 
Thy Belly ſhin'd, and an unuſual Load : 
Made thee believe Xir's Shoulders were too broad. 
And thou'dft be ſure we ſhould not hear thee roar : | 


And if poor Tuſſey Muſſey ſhould be tore, 
Wiſely reſolv d, Ned ſhould ne er ſee it more: 

But ſince alls well, return, that we may laugh 

At Iriſh O, which in all Climes are fate, | 
uſtly falſe Monmowth did thy Lord declare, 1 
Thou ſhould'ſt not in his Crown nor Empire ſhare, | 
Indeed (dear Pimp) it was a juſt Deſign, cad 
Seeing he had io ſmall a Share of thine. 
Brave Framiagham, that thund'ring Son of Arms, 
With pow'rful Magic conquer d both your — 4 
Virtue, thy weak Lieutenant, ran away; re,. 
Juſt like that curſed' Coward Gy 
And as poor Fames from his new Subjects did, 
At laſt, from thy fair Breaſt the Get ral fled. 

His Converſation, Wit, and Parts, and Mien, 
Deſerv'd, he thought, at leaſt a widow'd Queen. 
Nor wert thou ſorry, ſince moſt Seeds are found - 

To flouriſh better, when we change the Ground. 

He ſtruck in Years, and ſpent in Toils and War, | 
Could pleaſe the leſs than did firong Delamer: 
Ne'er was a truer Stallion, to his Coſt, a 8 
He, as he was moſt able, lov'd thee moſt. 

But politick Monmouth thought it tov much Grace, 
For one t' enjoy too long ſo great a Place. . 
| Chamberlain next ſucceeds the lovely Train, 
And round his Neck diſplays a Caprive's Chain 
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Earl of Donor; | 
He, greater Fool, than'any of the tel. 


They Gay, will-marty with the Gn Ka] HE 


Which if he does, O {' tnay his Blood'be ſhed 
On that high Throne where ber laſt 'Fraytor 


Myſterious Pow'rs ! what wond'tous Influence | 


Governs, that ruling Star, poor Mortal's Senſe ? | 
What unknown Motives'our dre:d King perſuadgs, | 
To make lewd Ogle Mother of the Maids. hk 
The Gracious Prints had ſure much wiſer been, 
Hd be made Sheppard Tutreſs to the Queen; 
And then, perhaps, her chaſt Inftruftions wou'd 
Have fav'd a World of unbegotten Blood. "iN 
But pious James, with Parts profound endu'd, . 

Will none prefer, but whom he knows are Jewd. 
A Leaſh of Strumpets, all of the Court Breed, | 
Ladies of wond'rous Honour are indeed, | 2 
Ye ſooundrel Nymphs, 'whom Rags and Scabs adorn; | 


Than that ſmall paultry ' Whore mere highly born; 


If you are wile, apply your ſelves betimes : 

None highly merit now, but by their Crimes, 
And the King does whate'er he's bid by * Gr 
Which made the wiſer Choice, is gow our Strife, 


Hall has his Miſtreſs, or the Prince his Wife: 


Thoſe + Traders ſure will be belov'd as 
As all the dainty tender Birds they el], 
The learned Advocate, (that rugged Stump 

Of old "Nos Honour) always loy'd the Rump; 


oy ©; 


Tot] 77 


5 whom ſhe got the Reverfon 71. Cri 1 Place? 


7 Both Foulterers. 
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"And tis no Miracle, fince all the Ayl JOE SIP 
Were giv'n, they fay, oY pon nts 1 eur 
But ſeeing, to the upright Juror's Praiſe, . 1 
We are return d to Iv ,, Days; _ 
The Lawyer ſwears be greater Hazard runs, 11 
Who F—— one Daughter than a hundred Son. 
Prepolt'rous Fate! while poor Miſs Jem bad, 
Koch fee Ter her Mother's Charms applands. 5 
Autumnal Whore ! To ev Nation known! _ 
A Curſe to'them, and Scandal to ber own, - 1 
Forgive me, Chaſter Harding. if I nme 

Her ſtinking Tocs with thine of ſweeter Fame, 
Thou wondrous pocky art, and wond'rous por: 
But as ſhe's richer, ſhe's u greater Whore. 
What with her Breath, her Armpits, and her Feet, 
Ten Civet Cats can hardly make her feet. 
From all the Corners of the noiſome Town, 
The Filth of ev'ry Brute ran freely down Ne 
To that infatiate Strumpet's Common - Shore, 
Till it broke out, and poiſon'd her all o'er. 
Poor Buckingham in unſucceſiful Verſe, —  _, 
And Terms too mild, did her lewd Crimes rehearſe: 
Bold is the Man that ventures ſuch a Flight; 
Her Life's a Satire, which no Pen can write: 
And therefore curſed may he ever be, 
| As when old + Zyde was catch'd with Row is Re. 


Catera deſunt. 
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To a Perſon of 2 on bis #14 
comparable Incomprehenfi ble Pors MS. 7 
Ome on ye Criticki, ic: 61 
For, read it backward, ana. ano g- * ISP 
Twill do as well; throw ae your Jeſts .: 7 
On ſolid Nonſenſe that abides all Tefts. | 
Wie, like Tierce-Claret, when't begins to pall; | 
NegleQed lies, and's of no Uſe at all; 4 


— 


But, in its full Perfection of Decay. 
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in Play. 


Thou haſt a Brain, ſuch m thou haſt, indeed ; + 


On what elſe ſhould thy Worm of Fancy feed? ? 
Yet in a Filbert I have often known 

Maggots ſurvive, when all the Kernel's gone. 

This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy Defenſe, 

Gainſt ſuch dull Rogues as now and then write Sen/e. 
Thy Stile's the fame, whatever be thy Theme, 

As ſome Digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm. | 

He lies, dear N o, who ſays thy Brain is barren, . 
Where deep Conceits, like Vermin, breed in Carrion. 


* The BRITt en banda Heroic Poem. Written 
by the. Honourable Eiward Howard, E/q; Printed in the 


Tear 1669. | e \ 
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Thy ſtumbling founder'd Fade can trot as bigh 
As any other Pegaſus can fly. 

So the dill Eel moves aimbler in the Mud, 

©, Than all the /wif-fam'd Racers of the Flood. 

As skilful Divers to the Bottom fall, 
Sooner than thoſe that cannot ſwim at all, 
80 in this Way of Mg. without Thinking, 
Thou haſt-a' ſtrange * Alacriꝶ is Senking, 
Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own nat'ral Parts, 
And with acquir d Dulze/e,” and neu Arts | 
Ot ſtudy d Nonſenſe, tak ſt kind Readers Hearts. 

Therefore, dear Nx D, at my Advice, forbear 

Such loud Complaints gainſt Criticks to prefer, 

Since thou art turn d an arrant Libe/ler: 

Thou ſett'ſt thy Nane to what thy (elf doſt write z 


Did ever Live] yet ſo ſharply bite? 


os. 
en — * 
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To Sir TaOM4As St. SSR IE; an bis 
Play called TarxuGos Wilts: 
Or, the Corrzs-Houss. 4 Co- 
medy. Added at the Duke of York's 
Theatre, 1668. 


Ax vdo gave us Wonder and Delight, 
When he oblig'd the World by Candle-light. 
But now he's ventur'd on the Face of Day, 
T'oblige and ſerve his Friends a nobler Way; 
Make all our old Men Wits, Stateſmen the Young, 
And teach ev'n Engliſh Men the Engh/b Tongue. 
Janzs, en whoſe Reign all peaceful Syarg did ſmile, * 
Did but ard th? Unining of our 3ſe, 
Shall be accompilſh d hx this Work af. thine. 
For who is ſuch a Cockneigh in his Heart, 
| Proud of the Plenty of the Southern Part, 
To ſcorn that Union by which he may 
Boaſt 'twas his Country-man that writ this Play? 
* The Motto borne by K. Janins I. wes, Bratt Paciriei. 
Dann ProzBus 
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Pub us himſelf, indulgent to thy Muſe; 
Has to thy Country ſent this kind Excuſe: 
Fair Northern Laſs, it is nat thro' Neglect 
I court thee at a Diſtance, but ReſpeR. 
I cannot act, my Paſſion is ſo great, 
But I'll make up in Light, what wants in Heat- 
On thee I will beſtow my longeſt Days, 
And crown thy Sons with everlaſting Bays. 
My Beams that reach thee ſhall employ their Pow'rs 
To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow'rs, 
Let warmer Climes my fading Favours boaſt, 
Poets and Stars ſhine brighteſt in the Froſt. 


EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 
SPOKEN 


By T ARTU FF E 


MI have been the vain Attempts of H, 
Againſt the ſtill-prevailing Hypocrite ; 

Once, and but once, a Poet got the Day, 

And vanquiſh'd Buſis in a Puppet-Play; 

And Buſie rallying, arm'd with Zeal and Rage, 

| Poſſeſs'd the Pulpit, and pull'd down the Stage. 

To laugh at Engliſh Knaves, is dang'rous then, 

While Engliſb Fools will think em honeſt Men: 

But ſure no zealous Brother can deny us 

Free Leave with this our Monfiewy ANMANI As. 

A Man may fay, without being call'd an Arbeit, 
There are damn'd Rogues among the French and Papiſt, 
That fix Salvation to ſhort Band and Hair, 

That belch and ſnuffle to prolong a Pray'r ; 

That uſe (enjoy the Creature) to expreſs | 

Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkenneſs ; 

C3/ And, 
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And, in a decent Way, perform them too 
As well, nay better far, perhape, than you: 
Whoſe fleſhly Failings are but Fornication, 
We Godly phraſe it Goſdel-Propagation, 
| Juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation. 
Zeal ſtands but Sentry at the Gate of Sin, 
Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely in, 
Silent, and in the Dark, for fear of Spies. 
We march, and take Damnation by Surprize. 
There's not a roaring Blade in all this Ton 
Can go fo far tow'rds Hell for Half-a-Crown, 
As I for Six-pence, for I know the wy ß 
For want of Guides, Men are too apt to ſtray- ; 
Therefore give Ear to what I ſhall adviſe, _ l 
Let ev'ry marry'd Man, that's grave and wile, W 
Take a TarTUFFE of knawn Ability, | 
To Teach and to Increaſe his Family; 
Who ſhall ſo Settle laſting Reformation, 
Firſt Get his Son, then Give him Education. 
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JonxSsON] Zw Pia called, Every ' 


Man 1 his Humour. hand 


— et Rove; war Viehaadeyis 
To make me fpeak; in ſuch a Play Defence. 
A Play, where Wit and Humour do agtes L 
To break all practi q Laws of Comedy: ve Jv 9 
The Scene (what more ubſurd!?)) in England fe, 
No God: deſcend, nor dmemg Devils rife; 
No captive Prince from unknown Country brought, 

No Battle, nay, there's ſcarce a Duel fought; 

And ſomething yet more ſharply might be fid; 

But I conſider the poor Author's dead s | | 
Let that be his Excuſe=— Now for our ewn, 
Why, — Faith, in my Opinion, we need none. 
The Parts were fitted well; but ſome wilt ſay, - | 
Pox on 'em, Rogues, he mals tm hid this Ply 
I do not doubt but you will credit me, 

It was not Choice, but meer Neceflity; 

To all our writing Friends, in Town, we ſent, , 
But not a Wit durſt venture out. in Lm 
C 4 Have 


: 
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Have Patience but till Eaffer Term, and then 
You ſhall have Zigg and Hobby-hor/e agen. 
Here's Mr. MatTrity, our domeſtic Wit, * ?- 
Does promiſe One o'th* Ten Plays be has writ; yt 2 0 
But ſince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Juſt, 
Know, we have Merits, and to them we truſt: 

When any Faſts, or Holidays, defer 

The public Labours of the Theatre, F 

We ride not forth, altho the Day be fair, 

On ambling Tit, to take the Suburb Air; 

But with our Authors meet, and ſpend that Time 
To make up Quarrels between Senſe and Rhime. 
Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we fate, 

Till after many a long and free Debate, 

For divers weighty Reaſons 'twas thought fit, 

Unruly Senſe ſhould ſtill to Rhime Submit. 

This, the moſt wholeſome Lew we ever made, 


So ſtrickly in this Exo obey'd, 
Sure no Man here will ever dare to break. 


* [ Enter Jounson's Gh.] 
Hold, and give Way, for I myſelf will ſpeak ; 
Can You encourage ſo much Inſolence, | - 
And add new Faults Rill to the great Offence 
Your Anceſtors fo raſhly did commit, 
Againſt the mighty Powers of Art and Wit? 
When they condemn'd thoſe noble Works of mine, 
SeJanus, ard my beſt lov'd CaTaLinE : 


* My. MaTTuew MEDBOURN, an Eminent Aar, belang- | 
ing to the Duke of York's Theatre. 
Repent, 
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Repent, or on your guilty Heads ſhall fall 
The Curſe of many a Rhiming Paſtoral : 
' The Three bold Beauchamp: * ſhall revive again, 
And with the London-Prentice + conquer Spain. 
| All the dull Follies of the former Age | 
Shall find Applauſe on this corrupted Stage. 
But it you pay the great Arrears of Praiſe, _ _. 
So long ſince due to my mwch-injur'd Plays, _ 
From all paſt Crimes I f will ſet you free, 
And then inſpire ſome One to write like Me. . 


* Alluding to the Three Parts of Henry VI. by Shake: 
+ The London Propioat., 4 Comedy, by Shakeſpeare - 


Porms by the © 


| T Noon, in a, Sunſhiny Day, 
A The brighter La px of the Moy, | 
Young CaLonis innocent and gay, 

Sat KnortTinG in a Shade: 


Each flender Finger play d its Part, * 

With ſuch Activity and Art, 

As would Inflame a youthful Heart, 
And <varm the molt decay d. 


Fier fav'rite Swain, by Chance, came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 

Yet when the ba/ofw! Bey drew nigh, 

| She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her Ivory Needle fall, | 

And hurl'd away the-rwifed Balls 

But ſtrait gave Sr ſuch a Call, 
As would have rais'd the Dead. 


Dear gentle Youth, is't none but Thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free; 
By fo much Truth and Modeſty 

No Nymph was e er betray d. 


A was urn is Compliment u Quem Mary: 
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Come lean thy Head upon my Lap; 


While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke and clap; 


Thou may ſt ſecurely. take a. Nap. uh; 


Which be, poor Fool, abey'd. 
She le yon; nd dens e 
And found him faſt aſleep all ver. F 
She ſigh'd, and could endure no more. 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 
Such Virtus ſhall rewarded be: 
For this thy dull Fidelity, 
Il truſt you with my Floeks, not 10 
Purſue thy graxing Trade ; 
Go milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 
And wateh all Night tby Flacks to been; 


Thou ſhalt no more be M a, 
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The Blind AR c HER.“ 


| IJ. | 
X _ H! Cyr.onis, tis time to diſarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glance: 3 

We live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, 

Than to follow the Rules of Romances. 

j” ©" II. "- 2 25 ; 

When once your round Bubis begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you no long Time of Courting ; 
And you'll find it a very hard Task to hold out, 

For all Maidens are Mortal at Foxrzees, a 


* Curio. 
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Ethioks the poor Town has been troubled too lang, 
With PmLLIs and CrxLonis in every Song; 
By Fools, who at once can both love and deſpair, 
And will never leave calling em cruel and fair. 


Which juſtly provokes me in Rhime to expreſs * 
The Truth that 1 know of bonny black Buss. | 


II. 


This Bess of my Heart, this Bess of my Soul, 

Has a Skin wvkite as Milk, and Hair black as a Coal; 

She's plump, yet with Eaſe you may ſpan her raum Waiſt, 
But her round ſwelling Thighs can ſcarce be embrac'd: 
Her Belly is ſoft, not a Word of the reft; 


But I know what I think, when I drink to the Beſt. 
| II. The 


- 
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— Spun, the eraajen Chien, 40 
At Home ſhe ſubde d in her Paragop-Gown ; 
But now ſhe adorns both the Boxes and Pit, 
And the proudeſt Town-Gallatits are tore d to ſubmit: 
All Hearts fall a leaping wherever ſhe comes, 
And ben Day and Night like my Lord cue D, 

IV. 

1 dare not permit her to come to WMTIUALL, 
For ſhe'd out-ſhine the. Ladies, Paint, Jewels, and all; 
If a Zord ſhould but whiſper his eve in a Cd, 
She'd fell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud: © 
Then the Queen over-hearing what Betty did fay, 
Would fend Mr. Ror n to take her away. 
But to thoſe that have bad my dear Bees in thei Arme 
She's gentle, and knows how. to Jeſten her Chem; 
And to every Nrauty can add: a nem G 
Having learn'd how ta ß and to tri in her fuceg 
And with Head os one Side, and a languiſhing Eye, 
To kill us by Jooking as if ſhe would die. 
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Written at SE 4, in the firſk Du rer 


War, 1665, the Night before an 
Engagement. 


I. 


O all you Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite; 
But firſt wou'd have you underſtand 
How hard it is to write; 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We muſt implore to write to you, 
With 4 Fa, bs, I, Ia, (4. 140 el belle 
For tho? the Muſes ſhould prove kind, | Te, 
And fill our empty Brain; | | _ 
Yet if rough Ne rquſe tha Wind. 00 S 
To wave the Azure Main, | 
Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we, 
Roll up and down our Ships at] Sea. 
With a Fa, &c, | > 
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Then, it we write not by each Poſt, 
Think not we are unkind ; 

Nor yet conclude our Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind: 

Our Tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 

The Tide ſhall bring em twice a Day. 

With a Fa, Re. 


$ 


IV. 
The Ki, with Wonder and Suprize, 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold ; 
Becauſe the Tides. will higher riſe, 
Than Cer they us'd of old: 
But let him know it is our Tears 
Brings Floods of Grief to Whitehall Stairs, 
With a Fa, &c. 
| V. 
Should foggy Orpau chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal Story; 
The Durch wou d ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Goeree; | 
For what Reſfance can they find 
From Men who've left their Hearts, behind? 
With a Fa, &c. ; | 


- 
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VI. 
Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 

Be D to Us but kind; 
a 

No Sorrow we ſhall nd: 

Or who's our Friend, — 
With a Fa, &c, . 


VII. 

To paſs our tedious Hours away, 

We throw a merry Main; 

Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play ; 
But, why ſhould we in vain 
Zach others Rui thus purſue ? 

We were undone when we left you. 
' With a Fa, &c. 


VIII. 
But now our Fear: tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away ; 
Whilſt you, regardleſs of our Woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play : 
Perhaps permit ſome happier Man | 
To kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan. 
With a Fa, &c. 
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| IX. 
When any mowrnful Tune yen e 
That dies in eviry Notes sit 
As if it h with each Man's Cane. r 
For being ſo remore : 6 128 055 


Think then how often Love we'#6 ds 


To you, when al len Taxes were phy. | 7 
With a Fa, &c. 2 
X. 
r 
To think of our Diſtreſ: . 

When we for Hopes of Honour loſs 


Our certain Happineſi; . | * f NW 
Al thoſe Define ae but to prove a! Aae 
With a Fa, &c. | 


XI. 


And now we've told you all our Loves; 
And likewiſe all our Fears; 10 


In Hopes this Declaration moves 10 (n 


Some Pity for our Tears: | S I 
Let's hear of no Inconſlancy, [£5 4 201 
We have too much of char at Ses. 

With a Fa, la, Ia, la, (a. 


Miſcellaneous 


Days ns: Satire to "ray HOSE: 
Written by the Lord SOME Ries... 


Quo liceat Libris, new-lioet ire ibi. Ovid. 
Turpiter buc, illua ingenicſis erat. = He. 


Far me, dull Proflitute, worſe than my Wiz, 
Like her, the Shame and Clog of my dull Lie: 


IO feſt ny was bb'6 Stags Fe + | 

Bawdy in Prologues, blaſphemoxs in Plays: - 
$0 lewd, thou matt me for the Church unfit, „ 
And I had ſtarv'd, but for a lucky Hit, > 


When the weak Miniſter; implor'd my Wit: 
Sto!'t me from Buſineſs, where I might haye made 
A ſolid Fortune to thy barren Trade. 
My Father wiſely bid me be s Clerk; | 
Thou whiſper'#ſt, Boy, be chow a tearing Shark. 


* His Panegyrick oy Oliver Cragawell. - '/ {| 
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PF | 1 
_ Set up for Wit, and aukwardly was lew'd ; 2 | 
Drank gainſt my Stomach, daf my Conſelmee f. 
my Wl, I marry'd a rank Whore: 

After two Children, and a third Miſcarriage, 

By brawny Brothers hector d into Marriage. 

Affected Rapes and Luſts Tad never known; 

As if that all GOMORR AH was my on. 

Nor Loye, not Wine, could ever ſee me gay, 
To writing bred, I knew not what to fay. 
With ſcolding Wife and ftarving Chits beſet, ' 
When I want Money, and no Friend will treat, 
Chear'd with one Cup of thy Caſtalian Spring, 
I can abuſe the Church, my Friend, and King; 
Tell him he's jilted, fool d, led by the Noſe, 
Then, like ALManzos, turn upon his Foes 3 
Libel his Miſtreſſes, and Staſemen too, 
Then o'er his whoring Life old Davin throw, 

By whom Urtan was ſo baſely ſlain; 

But our good Monarch ſpares his CasTLEMAIN, : 
And Oarzs his Plots, and Treaſons, ſwears in vain: 
Defame the Men that gave me Meat and Cloaths, 

And then deny it with a thouſand Oaths. 

Apk18L to pleaſe, call Rocutsrer a Fool, 

SeDLEy a Capuchin, and Donszr dull. 

I. like Bozosxr, by the falſe Count hir'd, 

On Scrxooe my Blunderbuſs of Satire fir'd ; 

In cool Blood call'd him Fool, Knave, Coward too; 4 


What more to HAL, or Cxannovnn could I do; 
D diol hens began to Woo? 


- 
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Thou'lt ſay, perhaps, What is; all this to thee, N 2327 3: 
If I a Coward, Cuckold, Villain be? | 
But then thou ſhould'ſt thy ficred Aid retule, 
When I invoke it to ſo baſe a Uſe; 
Blunt, of my murd'ring Pen, the killing Point, 
And honeſtly refuſe the odious Hint. 
But thou ne er com'ſt ſo gladly to my Call, 
As when on Merit unprovok'd I fall. 
Is there a Patriot to be defam'd, 
Lady abus d or virtuous Action blam'd ? 
Thou, with Officious Haſte, rank'ft ev'ry Word, 
And giv'ft thy raging Madman a ſharp Sword: * 
Devils to Witches are not more at Hand, * 
Than thou, when I an helliſh Task Command. 
To thee, ungrateful! what has Monuourn done, 
That, Parſon- like, thou call'ft him ABsaton? 
And by that Name doſt fooliſhly infer, 
He from old Davuo's Head the Crown would tear. 
Stood high in David's as the People's PEER N 
And warlike Chief ot the Pratorian Bands, 
To the whole Nation's Hearts had join'd their Hands; 
Of publick Good diſſembled his deep Care, 
With the falſe JenusiTE a-while kept fair; 
Then in ſome great decifive glorious D. 
Make thoſe vile Cormorants diſgorge their Prey, © 
Our Church, Religion, Freedom, and our Laws, 2 
Thoſe darling Morſels of their longing Ia s. 
Wiſe STaxLzy thus, till Boſworrth's fatal Day, lie 
Did ning Faith to cruel Ricuaxy pays = 


« ——_ 


| And ſpend their Wealth and Blood without a Curſe. | 
By Laws they would a PopiſhHeir exclude, 
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Who would not here the like Extreams prevent, 
And ſettle Things by Aid of Parliament? 


60 A E TY 
But left the Tyrant-in the Hear of 'Vight, 


And brought Succeſs to Maunv s Anke) 
MonMouTH's brave Mind could no Diſguiſe wo 


Still noble Ways preferring to ſecure, 


— 


While David laviſhes'his People's Love, 


He buys the Purchaſe wigh/Deſfign, improves. - +! _/ 

And like ſome prudent-Kioſmen; -re-convey 7 5 
What the wild Heir hath vaigly-thrown away, 4 
Leſt the Great Ancient Family decay. - + 

Good honeſt DAvip, why would' ſt 1 

Of ſuch a Son and Parliament afraid)? S 
Which whilſt he ſways, what Faction dares diſpute, 
Or who can ſay, He is not abſolute! 

Thro' them be may commend-the People's Purſe, 


Not by rude Force, or a tumultuous Crowd: 

Againſt Navarre the faRtious Princes leagu d. 

And the right Heir the Papal World intrigu d: 

When a long War had plac'd him on the Throne, 
The State · Religion he was. forc d to, pwnz 

The harmleſs Pepple took it in good Part, 

The zealous Church yet flabb'd him to the Heart ; 
Taught all by Story, there was-no Defence, - 

But they muſt change their Faith, or change their Prince, 


N 
3 —_ 


Thou only Court preſiding at the Helm,. 
W | 
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Inferior Judges trembling to decree-; .. ese 
What may hereafter be condemn'd by thee 3. - , . 
The Chancellor's and ill Stateſman's ly Dread. 
For it is thou alone can reach their Head. | 
By thee fell Wor#zrx, and falſe Cxanmpon, | 
Abandon'd by their Kings, but here undone 5 
Both over-whelm'd for daring to remove, ' + 
Or ftem the Torrent of their Maſter's Love: 
The one fair Bui LN to hie Prince deny d; | 
The other made lov'd STuanTt,' Ricumonp's Pride. 
And with the Royal Blood for ever, mingled Hips. - 
To their own Ruin can all Men agree, 
And none the Precipice but Courtiers ſee? 
Courtiers, who importune the Sovereign,  - 
To pardon Robbers, Cut-throats, for their Gain; 
Who live on Ideots, Lunsticks, Foefeits, Fines, - 
And cannot thrive but when the Nation pines. 
Unhappy we, if rad by ſuch, whoſcRent _ 
Conſiſts in Breaches of the Government. 
Some few there are wich great Eftates indeed. 
Yet labour with imaginary Need: . 
Strange fort of Fools, ho, for one Peafion mere. 
Enſlaye themſelves, and all they had before. 
Others, with Titles and new. Eacldoms caught, 
Would give up all for which the Barons fought : 
They're equally unfit for Government. 
Who nothing have, or nothing will content. 
Who bid thee in Acurror ums Vie Name, 
Od Pau — Fauls proce | 


. 
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Or ay, Plots True or Falſe are needful Things, - 
To ſet up Commonwealths, and pull down Kings t 
That Davip, whom thou doſt with Rev'rence name, 
Charm'd into Eaſe, grows careleſs of his Fame, 

And brib'd with petty Sums of foreign Gold, 

Is grown in BaTrs4pBa's Embraces old? 
That, like the Prince of Angels, from his Height, 

He now comes downward with diminiſh'd Light? * 
It Davip once ill Language lay to Heart, 
Who ſhall the Poet from the Traytor part? 
The People's Voice, of Old the Voice ot God, 
h Thou callft the Voice of an unruly Crowd. 
Crowds are the Fools. 
That flock to thine and DUnrzr's Loyal f Plays, 
And give implicit Claps on your third Days: 
About the Stage of Mountebank they vat, } 


And whoop at Cudgels, or a broken Pate, 

But have, like thee, no Int'reſt in the State. 

Rule as thou wilt the Realm of Mexico, 
And under Iron Yokes make Indians Bow ; | c 
But with olfl England what haſt thou to do? 

Who from our Kings an uſeful Pow'r would' take; 

Nor have they Pgw'r; but for the People's Sake | 
Diſarm themſelves, and Anarchy beſpeak. 

Kings may do good at their full Stretch of Will, 

And need not for a Strain of Law ſtand ſtill: 

They ſpare with Mercy, tho“ with Judgment kill, 
Confin'd, like God, only from doing Ill. 

Thus in our Papal Fire, to fave the Town, 


Some Houſes were blown up, and ſome pull'd down: - 
| None 


f Yo a Re 
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None blam'd the Order, fince tas underſtood, 
A private Miſchief s for the publick Good, 
Tho we all periſh; yet we muſt forbear 9 | 


ar 


The facred Title of a Popiſh Heir, 

If we thy fooliſh Politicks ſhould hear. 
Somewhere there muſt a Sov'reign Power be; 
In King, in Lords, in Commons, or all Three, 
Deriv'd from God, and only leſs than his, 
Which can do all, and nothing do amiſs ; 

The ſacred Ties of Marriage can diſſolve, 
And Children in their Parents Crimes involve, 
Making thoſe Baſtards who had elſe been Heirs, 
And injur'd Husbands legal Widowers ; 

Cut off Entails, make new, repeal old Laws, 
And of contending Kings decide the Cauſe. 
Thus from the Helm our learned Ricuany thruſt, 
Confeſs'd their Pow'r, aud own'd their Sentence juſt. 
And on the Throne our brave Fourth Epwarp fate, 
Whilſt Hanar liv'd a Pris'ner of the State. 
Alrnonso thus depos'd for his weak Life, 

Prono enjoy'd his Kingdom and his Wife. 

There Ju: Divinum barks not at his Right, 4 
Damns not his Rule by Day, nor Love by Night | 
In his Defence, each private Man may kill; 
Muſt then a Nation periſh and ſtand ſtill? 

If for our Laws, Faith, God, we may not fight, 

When can a Chriſtian Sword be in the Right ? 

O! the prodigious Wit, and wond'rous Sting, 

To call Acxit'eaz's Son, unfeather'd two-legg'd thing! 
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Till his own Wants oblig'd him to receive, 
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36 by old PL Aro Man was once defin'd, 
Till a pull'd Cock that Notion undermin'd, 
Thy AmieL with Bull Jonas ſelf may vye 
For all but Courage, Wit, and Honeſty. 
As loud he roar'd gainſt the Prerogative, 
As ſharply blam'd, as tingily would give, 


And on his cheated Sire he could no longer lire: 

Whoſe whole Eſtate, when he in Truſt, had got, 

Thy honeſt AmttL grudg'd him Pipe and Pot. 

Thy Husnai next, a true Friend e er a Man, 

So ſoon his Dearneſs with his Prince began, 

Was but Fourteen when David was Abroad, 

Leſs fit for a King's Friendſhip than a Rod ; 

Which he deſerv'd, when be with Tears reply d. 

And in full Houſe the loyal Baby cry'd, . 

How could one German Journey teach his Youth, 

And add Experience to his native Truth! 

Abroad he leatn'd to live upon his Prince, | 
As ev'ry Fool, „Bully, has done duc; } 
To other Merit Ne Pretenee. 

Baxz1LLai's Praiſe I could rehearſe again, 


Who nobly ſcorn'd a private Happineſs, 
When he beheld the Sov'reign in Diſtreſs: . 

To Arms he flew, but, with bold Caro's Fate, 
Lipous'd the Cauſe that Fortune ſcem d to hate: 


Striving 
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Striving to fave the Head that wore the Grown, 
He pull'd the mighty Ruin on bis own. _ 
But why extoll'ft Ferwſalam's Sagan, 
At Drink and Whores indeed a very Dragon? 
Not MAcDALEN, pollefs'd in all her Prime 
With her ten Devils, cquld have equall'd him; 
Why would'ſt thou call thy Apzier.a Muſe, 
And David of his haſty Riſe accuſe ? 
When we all know the Game obliging Hand ? 


Gave him his George, aud ChunchiLL his Command, 

Jenn his Country Houſe, and Browwica his Poynt Band. 

Or JoTHam flatter d that vain fickle Thing, | 

Famous for Jeſts upon the Church and King: 

One while PrTyacoras's barmleſs Food, 

For Thoughts and Politicks muſt cool his Blood; 

And then again with Whores and luſty Wines, 

Revels all Night, and thinks him mad that Dines, 

Quibbles, Jokes, Puns, and trifling Wit he bag, 

And, like the Swede, is very rich in Braſs: 

Againſt the Court and David's ſelf he roar d, 

How ill he govern'd, and how worſe he wbor d: 

Would ſwear a Parrot had more Wit than NztLY, 

With her parch d Face, more wrinkled than P Belly. 

Yet now to Both; like Popiſh Saints, he prays, 

Which ſhews he will not burn in Jamzs's Days: 

In his plain Band, and Honeſty in Show, 

He only aim'd' at Dansy's Overthrow; 

Which when obtain d, this Patriot had his End., 
And farewe! all bis plain well-meaning Friends; 
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There was no Plot, no Popiſh Duke to fear, 
With Daxsy all our Dangers diſappear. 

Daxsy thus ſetting, to prevent dark Night, 

This paler Moon ſhews forth its clearer Light, 
Miſguides our Counſellors with her glim'ring Ray, 
And all our Men of Bus'neſs loſe their Way: 

Our Parliament's diſſolv d, new Members meet, 
An Oxford Journey mult allay their Heat : 

But the true Engliſh Intereſt appear'd, 

The Silver Smiths for their Diana fear'd ; 

Pop'ry would paſs on us in no Diſguiſe, 

No Flow'rs could hide that Serpent from our Eyes, 
We're in ſuch haſte diſſolv'd, that in the Street 
New Choſen with Diſſolving Members meet; 
And then a Paper, in good David's Name, 

Muſt the Proceedings of the Houſe defame, 
Sheriffs and Juries pack d, Juſtices made 

Knights of th' Addreſs, and all falſe Colours laid, 
To cheat their Party with a vain Conceit, 

The People, Parliaments both fear, and hate. 
What Samyson in a Dungeon, Captive, Blind, 

In ſpiteful Rage for cruel Foes deſign'd, 

The Houie of Commons muſt be thought to do 
Againſt themſelves, and thoſe that truſt em too. 
The Head ſhall ſooner fear irs own right Hand, 
Parents their fmiling Infants Death Command, 
The chearful Birds ſit ſilent in the Spring, 

Than Lords or Commons hurt the Realm or King. 


o 


They 
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They may thy Heroes, that ſmall faithful Band, 
Precious Counſellors, who dare ſingly ſtand 
Gainſt the collective Wiſdom of the Land. 
Davm in Exile had more Friends than thou 
Wilt to his beſt, his happier Days allow. 

Why ſounds thy Trumpet in the Time of Peace? 
_ That thus thou talk'ſt of Rebels, Treaſons, more 
Than any Iriſh Witneſs ever ſwore? 

- Soldiers of Fortune thus to drive a Trade, 
Care not what Ruin, or what Slaughter's made. 


But hear me propheſy, and mark we well ; 
Eer thrice the Roſe renews its fragrant Smell, 
People and King ſhall join, like Man and Wife, 
And both abhor the Engines of their Strife: 
No more ſhall they endure a Hackney Pen, 
And thou, caſhier'd, ſhalt to the Stage again, 
_ Fleaſe none but filly Women, or worſe Men; 
David ſhall find Duty an empty Word, 
(For diff rent Faiths can never have one Sword; 
The Knot of Friendſhip is but looſely ty d, 
r 

He then ſhall with his Parliament agree, | 
And Lives and Fortunes ſhall their Language be; 
Monuourn be bleſs'd for all that he has done, 
While thy vile Heroes to their Pardons run, 
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THE 


Senses: 


Ih 2 MF. OTWAY. 


: I. 
Did but look and love a-while, 
Twas but for one half Hour; 


Then to reſiſt I had no Will, 5 folk 
And now I have no Power, : BY 


| II. 55 0 
To ſigh, and wich, is el my Eaſe; 10:24 ad 
Sighs, which do Heat impart, 2 

Enough to melt the coldeſt Ice, Pi | 
Yet cannot warm your Heart. 


O! would your Pity give my Heri. 
One Corner of your Breaft; © + 


*T would learn of yours the Winning Art, 
n 
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11 | 
ENJOYMENT. 


By the Same. 


J. 
Laſpt in the Arms of her I love, 
In vain, alas! for Life I ſtrove: 
My flutt'ring Spirits, wrapt in Fire 
By Love's myſterious Art, . 
Borne on the Wings of fierce Deſire, 
Flew from my flaming Heart. 


IL 
Thus lying in a Trance for dead, 
Her ſwelling Breaſts bore up my Head; 
When waking from a pleaſing Dream, 

I faw her killing Eyes, 

Which did in fiery Glances ſeem 
To fay, Now Calla dies. 
D 4 
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III. 
- Fajntiog, the preſs d me in her Arms; e 
And trembling lay, diffoly'd in Charms; 875 
ben, with a ſhiv'ring Voice, the cry d, 
- * Muſt J alone, then, die? 
No, no, I languiſhing reply d, 
I'll bear thee Company. 


F IV. 
Melting our Souls thus into one, 
Swift Joys our Wiſhes did out-run: 
Then launch'd in rolling Seas of Bliſs, 

We bid the World ade; 
Swearing by ev'ry charming Kiſs, 
To be for ever true, | 
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THE N 
M1iLLER's TALE: | 
FROM | 
C HAU CERN 
Inſcribed to 


N. R O W E, Hs 


By Mr. 54 1ET COBB, 
Late of 7 rinity College in — 


The ARGUMENT. | 
NICHOLAS, 4 Scholar of Oxford, praiiſeth with 
ALISON, the Carpenter's Wife of Olney, to deceive her 


Husband; bus in the End is rewarded accordingly. 
Hilom in Oxford an old Chaff did dwell, 

A Carpenter by Trade, as Stories tell; 
Who by his Craft had heap'd up many a Hoard, 
And furniſh'd Strangers both with Bed and Board. 

® My. Cobb died i 
the Cloyfter of Chvilt 


=Y 
* 


the Year 1713, and was interred in 
i London. W 
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With him a Scholar lodg'd, of ſlender Means, 


But notable for Sciences and Senſe, $14 464.5 7 


| Yet, cho he took Degrees in Arts, his Mind | 
Was moſtly to Aſtrology inclin'd : 

A Lad in Divination s kill d and ſhrewd, 
Who by Interrogations could conclude, 

It Men ſhould ask him, ut whar certain Hours 
The droughty Earth would gape tor tooling Show's; | 
When it ſhould rain, or ſnow, what ſhould befall 

Of fifty Things; I cannot reckon all. 


eff 7 


This learned C/erk had got a mighty Fame 
For Modeſty, and NI CH OL AS, his Name, 
Subtile he was, well-taught in Curip's Trade, 
But ſeem id as meek and baſhful as a Maid. E 
A Chimber in this Hoſteby be kept, © 
Alone he ſtudy d. and alone he ſlept. 
With ſweet and fragrant Herbs the Noom was dreſt, 
But he was ten times ſweeter, thin the beſt. 
His Books of various Size, or great or ſmall. k ol 
His Augrim Stones to caſt Accompts withal z __ | 
His Mfrolabe and Almagiſt * apart, 
With twenty more hard Names of cunning Arts; ; > 7 54 
On ſeveral Shelves were couched nigh his Bed, 1 
And the Preſs cover'd with à folding Red. 
Above, an Inſtrument of Muſick ay. 


0 - 


* 


On which ſweet Melody he us d to play, \ 4 


So wongd'rous fweet, that all the Chamber rung, . 
And Angelus ad Virginem + he ſung A 


* The Name of a Book of Aſtronomy, pod Prolowy. 
+ The Angel's Salutation to the Virgin Mar Pers 
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Then would be chaunt in goed King David's Note, 

Full often bleſſed was his merry Throat. ' . | 
And thus the Clerk in Books and Muſick ſp ent | 
His Time, and Exhibicioos yearly. Rene. | | | 


This Carpenter had a new married Wife, ad 
Lov'd as his Eyes, and dewer this bis Life. .n 
And her brick Blood ran high in er ry Vein. | 
The Dotard, jealous of fo ripe an Age, 
Watch'd her, and lock'd her, like a Bird in Cage: | 
For ſhe was wild, and in her lovely Prime; - a 
But he, poor Man! walk d down the Hill of Time. 
He knew the Temper of a youthful Spouſe, 

And oft was ſeen to rub his aking Brows. 

Ee knew his own weak Side, and dreamt in Bed, 

She had, or would be planting on his Head. 

He knew not Caro, for his Wit was rade, 

That Men ſhould wed with their Similitnde. 

Like ſhould with Like, in Love and Years, engage, 

For Youth can never be a Rhyme to Age. | ve 
— 


Hence ſealouſies create a noptial War, 
And the warm with the ſrigid jar: 
But when the Trap's once down, he muſt endure 
His Fate, and Patience is the only Cure. 
Perhaps his Father, and'a hundred more 

Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſery'd before. 
Fair was his charming Conſort, and withal 
Slender her Waſte, and like a Weaſe!*s, ſmall. 
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She had a Girdle barred all with Silk, - 
And a clean Apron, white as Morrow Milk. 
White as her Smack, embroider'd all before, 
Which on her Loins in many Plaits ſhe wore. 
Broad was her filken Fillet, ſet full high, 

And oft ſhe twinkled with a liquoriſh Eye. 
rows were arched like a bended Bop, 
ike Marble ſmooth, and blacker than a Sloe; 

She ſofter far than ol, or fleecy Snoep. 

Were you to ſearch the Univerſe around, 

So gay a Wench was never to be found. 
With greater Brightneſs did her Colour ſhine; 

Than a new Noble of the freſheſt Coin. | 

Sbrill was her Song, and loud her piercing Note, 
No Swallow on a Barn had ſach a Throat. 

To this ſhe skipp'd and cayer'd, like a Lamb, 

or Kid, or Calf, when they purſue their Dam, 

Sweet as Metheglin was her Honey Lip, 

Or Hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept. 
Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly Col, 

* Long as a Maſt, and upright as a Bolt. 

Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe; 

She was a Primroſe, and a Pigſnye too; 

And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's Side, 
ore Lord's Mireſs, or a Yeoman's Bride, 


Now, Sir, what think you how the Caſe befell? 
This Nicaor as, (for I the Truth will tell) 
Was a meer Wag, and on a certain Day, 
"When the good Man, the Husband, was away, 


Bega 
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Began to ſport and wanton with his Dame, 
(For Clerks are fly, and very full of ) 
And privily he caught her by Tha# ſame: 
My * Lemman Dear, quoth he, I'm all on Fire, 
And periſh, if you grant not my Defire. \ - 
He claſp'd her round, and held her faſt, mdoy © 
O let me, let me — never be deny d. 

At this ſhe wreath'd ber Head, and ſprung aloof,” 
Like a young frisking Colt, whoſe tender Hoof 
Ne'er felt the Farrier's Hand, and never knew 
The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. 

Fie NicuoLas, away your Hand, quoth ſhe, 

Is this your Breeding and Civility? ? 
Foh ! Idle Sot} What means th' unmanner'd Clown, - 
To teaze me thus, and toſs me up and down ? 

I vow T1] tell, and bawl it o'er the Town. 
You're rude, and will you not be anſwer d, No? 
I will not kiſs you — prithee, let me go. 


Here N1cnoL as, a young, deſigning Knave, 
| Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave: 

So ſair be ſpoke, and importun'd fo faſt, - 

This ſeeming Spouſe conſents at laſt; 
By good St. Tuowas 4 ſwore, her uſual Oath, 


That ſhe would meet his Love, tho' mighty loath; - 


« If you, {aid ſhe, convenient Leiſure wait, 
(Fou know my Husband has a jealous Pate) 


Mie. —+ $*, Thomas A Becket: 
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2 I will requite you, for if once the Bealt 
Should chance to find us out, and fmell the jeſt, 
I muſt be a dead 2 


Let that, quoth NicaoLas, ne'er ver your Heads 
He muſt be a meer learned Aſs indeed, - 
And very fooliſhly beſets his Wile, 
Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile. a 
And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore 
To wait the Time, as I have ſaid before. 
And now, when NicyoLas had wore away 
The pleaſant Time in harmleſ am rous Play, 
To his melodious Pſaltery he fl. . 
Play'd Tunes of Love, by which his Paſſion grew, 
Then printed on ber Lips a dear Aim. 
It happen d thus, I cannot rightly tell, 
If it on Baſtir, or on Whitſon fell; 
That on a Holiday, this modeſt Dame 
To Church with other honeſt Neighbours came, 
In a good Fit, to hear the Parfon peach 
What the divine Apoſtles us d to'teach. 
Bright was her Forchead, and no Summer's Day 


Shone half ſo clear, fo tempting, and ſo gay. 


| Now to this Pariſh did a Clark belong, 


Who many a Time had mais d a holy Song. 
His Name was ArsALox, a ſilly Man, 

Who curl'd his Hair, which ſtrutted like a Fan, 
And from his jolly, pert, and empty Head, 

In Golden Ringlets on his Shoulders ſpread, 
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His Face was red, his Eyes az grey av'Gooſe, 
With St. Paur's Winde figur'd on his Show; © 
Full properly he walk'd, in Scarlet Noſe : . as = 
But light and Silver-colon'd were his Cloth, 

And Surplice white us Blofſotns on the Roſe. - 
Thick Poynts and Titel — PO 

And fetouſly they dangled on his Knees. 

He could let Blood, und fhave your Beurd and Head, | 
But a meer Barber-Surgeon by his Trade. | 
Nay, he could write and read, and that is more 

Than twenty Pariſh-Clarks could do before. 

Nay, he could fill a Bond, 8 

In thirty Motioms how to trip and dance; 

Could frisk and toſs his twirling Legs in As, | 2 

Nice were his Feet, and trod it to u Hair. 

Songs would he play, and not to hide his Wir, * 

Would ſqueak a Treble to his ſwaling Kit. N "I 
His Dreis was finical, his Muſic queer. 
And pleas d a Tapfter's Eyes, or Drawet%s Eat} | 
No Tavern, Brew-houſe, Ale-houſe in the Tow, 
Was to the gentle ABSaLon umknaw- m 
But he was v&fy careful of his Wind, „7 ba! 
And never let it fally out behind. 
To give the Devil his Due, he had an Art, 
By civil Speech, to win a Lady's Heart, 


This Ass ATLox, fo jolly, ſpruce, and gay; | 
Went with the. Cenſor on the Sabbath Day. 6 
He ſwung the Incenſe Pot with comely Grace; 


But chiefly would he fume a pretty Face, 


Ra ax n Oy — n 
= = o 


+ ® - — 


98 Miſcellaneous P o E l. 
His wanton Eye, which ev'ry where he caſt, 

Dwelt on the Carpenter's fine Dame at laſt: 

So ſweet and proper was his lovely Wife, 

That he could freely gaze away his Life. 
Were he a Cat, this pretty Mouſe would feel. * 
Too ſoon his Tallons, a delicious Meal. ** | 


And now had Curio ſhot a piercing Dart, 
And wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart. 
No Off ring of the handſome Wives he took, 
He wanted nothing but a ſmiling Look, | 
Of the fair Moog ſhines brighteft.in the Night 
Soon as the Cock had, bid the Morning. riſe, , 
The ſmitten Lover to his Fiddle flies "12 5 
A hideous Noiſe his ſquea king Trilloes make, 
And all the drawſy Neighbourhood awake. 
At the lov'd Houſe ſome am rous Tunes he play d, 
er or ad. 
New, dear Lady, if thy Will t. 
I pray you that oui pi ms. bi 
And eee fock complaining Mam ia n 
Alike the Muſic of his Kit, and Tongue. 
At this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 
And thus his Wife (fair Al iso beſpoke: 
Art thou aſleep, or art thou deaf, my Dear? 
And cannot Ans ALo at Window hear? 
How with his Serenade he charms us all, 


Chaunting meloiouſly beneath our Wal 
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Yes, yes, I hear him, Ar15ow reply d, 
Too well, God wot ; and then ſhe turn d aſide, 
Thus went Affairs, till AnsaLon, ahsl 
Was a loſt Creature, a meer whining Afi, © | | 
All Night he wakes, and Gghs, and wears away ' 


To ſuch a Height his doating Fondneſi grew, 
To kiſs the Ground, and wipe her very Shoe. 


With ſpiced Ale, and ſweet Metheglin woo'd. 
All Dainties he could rap and rend he got, 
And ſent her Tarts and Cuſtards piping bot. 

He ſpar d no Coſt for an expenſive. Treat, 

Of Mead and Cyder, and all Sorts of Meat. 
Throbbing he ſings with his lamenting Throat, 
And rival's PutLoutLa's mournful Note. 
With Rigour ſome, and ſome with gentle Arts, 
Have found a Paſſage to young Ladies Hearts: 


To fall enamour d of a treating Sot. 


Sometimes he Scaramouched it on high, 
And Harlequin d it with Activity; 

Betrays the Lightneſs of his empty Head, 
And how he could cut Capers in a Bed. 

But neither this nor that the Damſel move. 
For NicnoLas has ſwept the Stakes of Love. 
And may go Fiddle now, ot blow his Horn. 


On his broad Locks and Dreſs the live long Day; 


Where'er ſhe went, he like a Slave purſu - + 
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Some Wealth have won, and ſome have had the Lot 
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And all his Paſſion turn d into a Jape ; 

For Nichor As is always in her Eye; | 
True, ſays the Proverb, that the Nigh are fy. 
A diftant Love may Diſkppointment find, - 
For out of Sight is ever ous of Mind. 

The Scholar was at Hand, as I have told, 

And gave the Pariſh-Clark the Dog t bold. 
Now, NicuoLas, thy Craft and Cunning try, 
That ABsaLON may de — ery. 


Now when this 8 was call aways 
To work at Oſney, on a certain Day; | 
The Subtile Scholar, and the wanton Spouſe, 
Were decently contriving for his Brows: 
Agreed, that N1cnoLas ſhould ſhape a Wik, 
Her addle-pated Husband to beguile. _ 
And it ſo be the Game ſucceeded right, 
She then would {leep within his Arms all Night: 
For both were in this one Defire, concern'd, 
Alike they ſuffer'd, and alike they burn d. 
Strait a new Thought leap'd croſs the Scholar's Head. 
Who at that Inſtant to his Chamber fled: 
But to relieve bis Thicſt and Hunger, bore. _ 
Of Meat and Liquor a ſubſtantial Store, 
And victualld it for a long Day or more. 
Aren, ſhould your Husbaud ask for Us, quoth be, 
Reply, in Scorn, What's Nicuoras to Me? 
Am I his Keeper? Help your filly Head! 
Perhaps the Man is mad, aſleep, or dead. 


a 
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My Maid indeed has thutnpd this Hout of more, | 
And knock d as it ed thunder down! the Dor - 
But he, a moaping Drone, no Anſwer gave, e | 
Faſt as a Church, and filent as the Grave. grabs | 


Thus did one Saturday entire conſume, wk = 
Since M1cndt.as had lock'd him in his Room: | 
Nor was he idle, for no Lem he kept, 5 
But eat like other Men, and drunk, and flept j” n 
Did what he lift, kill the next Sun was ber,. . * 
And went to Reſt as common Mortal (vo. 


This Carpenter was in a grievous Pain, vl 
Leſt NiczoLas ſhould over-work his Brains a 
By Study loſe his Reaſon, or his Life. 
Well, by St, Tnostas. I don't like it, Wiſe. 
Tbe World we live in is 4 ticklih Plate, - - 
And fadden Death hey offes apy eat Boi * 

I aw a Corpſe, as to the Church it paſt, 

And the poor Man at Work but Monday left. 

Run, Dicx, quoth he, run ſpecdily up Stairs, '- - 
Thump at tha Door, ant te hover Rand Affair. 
Up ſtrait he runs, like any Tempeſt fis, 
And knocks, and ble, and like a Madam cries” 
Ho! Maſter Nicnol asg "what mem you this © - 
To ſleep all Night and Day, and frighten ua 

He might as well have vwhiſtled to the Wind, 

As from good NicuoLas an Anſwer find. 
At laſt he ſpy'd a Hole full low and deer, 
Where uſually the Cat was wont to creeps | 
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Here was diſcover'd to his wond'ring Sight | 
The Scholar gazing with bis Eyes upright, | 
As if intent upon the Stars and Noon; | 
eee 

The Carpenter to croſs himſelf began; 

And cry'd, St. Faipzewrp, help us one and all! 
Little we know what Fate ſhall us befal. 

This Man with. his Aſtronomy is got 

| io ome Frenzy, and ſtark mad, God wot 1 | 
This comes of poring on his cunniag Books, 

Of his Moon-ſnuffing, and Star-peeping Locks? 
- Why ſhould a filly Earth-bora Mortal pry i 

on Heav'n, and ſearch the Secrets of the Sky i a 
Well fare thoſe Men, who no more Learning need, 
Than what's contain d in the Lord's Pray'r, and Creed, 
\ Scholars nde i they an de revdt + * 7 
Thus far d a fage Philoſopher o of od. 

/ Who walking ont, as tis in Story told, ; 

Was fo much with Aſtronomy bewitch'd, 

That his Star-gazing Clerkſhip was beditch'd, 
Ill Lack attends th-dihn who fooks 106 bight,* * 
And can a Star, but not a Marlpit pp. 
But, by St. Tons, this ſhall never paſi;' 
Too well I love this gentle Nicnor as. 
II terret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 
A W 
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Rovtn, let's try if that an Iron Pur 
And your ſtrong Back can make this Scholar ſtir; 
Now Ronin was a Lad of Brawn and Bones, 
And by the Haſp heav'd-up the Door at once; | 
Which in the Chamber fell with dreadful Sound, * 
As would a Man like you or me aſtound. 204 | 
But NicuoLas did nothing do but tare, 
And, like a Statue, gape into the Air. 


This Carpenter was in a piteous Fear, 

he did not, or he would not, hear; 

hought ſome deep Melancholy had impair'd 

is Brain, and that of Mercy he deſpair'd ; 

or which the Student in his Arms be took 

ith Might and Main, and by the Shoulders ſhook ; 

ry'd, Nicnot. 48, awake!, What, not a Word? 

ook down, deſpair not — think upon the Lord! TY 

hen the Night-Spell be mumbled to himſelf: | 

leſs thee from Fiends, and ey'ry wicked Elf! 

e croſt the Threſhold, where the Dev'l might creep; | 

ad each ſmall Hole, through which an Imp might peep, 
Vith ſolemn Pazer-yofers bleſt the Door, * 
nd Ave- Marys, after and beſore. TW 
t this the Clerk ſent forth a heavy Sigh, | 

ith Tears, and woful Tone began to cr... 

d ſhall this World be bot ſo ſoon ! Ab, ly t' 

V bat do I hear? the Carpenter reply. | 

hat ſay ſt thou, Nin Las? ? Sure thou art befide 
$S | Thy 
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. Serve God, as we poor Lab rer do, 
And then no Harm, no Danger will enſye. 
Ah I Friend, quoth NicnoLas, you little think 
What I can tell; but firſt let's have ſome Drink. 
Then, my dear Hoſt, thou ſhalt in private learn 
Some certain Things, ey d e e 
It ſhall no Mortal but your ſelf avail ; Lo 
Then fetch a Winchefter of mighty Rle. 
And now when both fad drank an equal Sture. 
Cries NicnoL As, fit down, and draw- your Chair. 
But firſt, ſweet Landlord, you muſt take an Oath, | 
To no Man living to betray the Troth': * © 
For, truſt me, what Tm going to relate 1 
Is Revelation, and as ſure as Fate 
. And if you tell, this Vengeance will enſu e 
. E galt did 
1d bar OTE Une of 
voth ming Hoſt, 8 
5 rn if you catch me in a Lie. . 
Iwould not tell, tho tere to fave my Life, 
To Chick, or Child, to Man, pr Maid, or Wife. . 


Now, Jonx, quoth' Nicuor.as, 1 will e 
What hy my Art 1 have of late deſcry'd; ' 
How. as I por'd upon fair CT IA . 
Should fall on Monday next, at Quarter · Night, 1 
A Rain ſo ſudden, and ſo long to hot. 
That Noaw's-Flood was but a Spoonful ta t. T3: - 140% 
This World, within the Compaſs of an H]jẽjf {.- |: 
Shall all be drown'd ; ſo hideous is the SW) I,. 4 
0 v2: i 8 
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Cries then this filly Man, Alas, my Wife! 1 
My Boſom- Comfort, and my better Life 

and mult the drowen and periſh, wich the mad? n 
My Alison, the Darling of my Breaſt? X 
At this well nigh he ſwoon d, o'erwhelm'd with Grief, 
Fetch'd a deep Sigh, And is there no Relief, 
No Remedy, he cry'd, no Succour left ? 
Are we, alas! of ev'ry Hope bereft? 
No, by no Means, guoth this deſigning Clerk, | 
Be of good Heart, and by InſtryRion work: 

For if by NicuoLas you will be led, 

And build no. Caffles in yoyr own wild Head, 

None ſo ſecure; for Soi ſeys true, 2 i 

Work all by Counſel, and you cannot rs. e & 
If you'll be govern'd, and be rul'd'by me, a 
I'll undertake to fave thy Wife and Thee 3 
By my own Art agiinſt the Flood prevail, 
And make no Uſe of either Maſt or Sail. © + 
Have you not heard how, when the World was nanghtt, * 
Noau by heav'nly Inſpiration taught; a 
Ay, ay, quoth Jon, L've in my Bide found, 
That once upon a Time the World was drown'd: + © . * 
Haſt thou not heard how Nou was concern d 
For his dear Wiſe, and how his Bowels yearn'd, 
Till he had built and furniſſi d out à Bar, 
nd lodg'd her with her Children in the AK ? 
Now, Expedition is the Soul and Life 
Of Buſineſs ; if you love your Self, or Wife, 
Run, fly for in this Cuſe it 45 « Crime 
To loiter, or to loſe an Inch of Timm. 
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| For AL1s0n, your ſelf, and me, provide 

4 "Three Kneading-Troughs, to ſail upon the Tide: 

3 But take moſt ſpecial Care that they be lauge. 
In which a Man may ſwim as in a Barge. 
Let them be victualłd well, and ſee you lay 
Sufficient Stores againſt a rainy Day ; 

Enough to ſerve you twenty Hours, and more, 
vor then the Flood will 'wage, and not before. 
But one Thing let me whiſper in your Far, 
Let not thy ſturdy Servant Ronin hear, 

Nor bonny GiLLIan know what I relate; 

I muſt not utter the Decrees of Fate, 

Ask me not Reaſons why I cannot fave . 
Your truſty ſerving Maid, and honeſt Knave: 
Suffice it thee, unleſs thy Wits be mad, 

To have as great a Grace as Noau had, 
Do you make Haſte, and mind the grand Affair; 
To fave your Wife ſhall be my proper Care. 
But when theſe Kneading-Tubs are ready made, 
Which may fecure us when the Floods invade; = 
See that you hang them in the Roof full high, 
That none our providential Plot deſcry ; - Ty 
And when thou haſt convey'd ſufficient Store 
w Of Meat, and Drink, as I have ſaid before, 

ar, . And put a ſharpen'd Ax in ev'ry Boat, | 
a To cut the Cord, and ſet us all afloat: 
Then thro the Gable of the Houſe, which lies 
Above the Stable, and the Garden ſpies, - 
Break out 6 Hole, very large. end Wi | | 
Thro which our Tubs may fall upon the Tide; 
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hes th ad 
In ſwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake. 
Then will I cry, Ho! Alison, and Joan. 
Be merry, for the Flood will paſs anon, 
Then wilt thou anſwer, Maſter NicuoLar, 
Good-morrow, for I ſee it is broad Day. 
Then ſhall we reign as Emperors for Life, | 
Oer all the World, like Noan and his Wife: 
But one Thing I almoſt forgot to tell, Nu 
Which now comes in my Head, n 
That on that very Night we go Abroad,” 
All muſt be huſh'd, and whiſper not a Word: 
But all the Time employ our holy Mind 
* Pray'es for thaw tus B d. 


You and your Vis maſt ele: pa Pc, 
Nor is there any Sin in ſuch a Caſe. 
To-morrow: Night, when. Men are ft allep, 
We to our Kneading-Tubs will flyly creep: 
There will we fit, each in his Ship apart, 
And wait the Deluge with a patient Heart, 
Go 073,098.99 Jongnt-Tigeo 69. ane 
In Sermoning, uſe expediti 
Your A. 

One ſmgle Ward's ſufficient for the Wiſe : | 
And none, dear Landjord, can your. Wit inform ; 
Go, fave our Lives from this impending Storm, 
Away hies Joun, with melancholy Look, 
And ſigh d and groan'd at every Step he took. 

. E 2 5 
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To Attson be does his Fate deplore, 

And tells a Secret which ſhe knew before: 
But yet the trembled, like an Aſpen Leaf, al 
And ſeem'd to periſh with difſembled Grief; 

Crying, Alas! what ſhall I do? — Be gone 


Helpt us t eſcape, or we are all undone: 
'T am thy true and very wedded Wife, 


Go, dear, dear Spouſe, and help to fare my Life, 
' What peng Impreſſims does Ades give 4 


By Fancy Men hive often coat d to live. 70 
Howe er abſurd Things in themſelves appear, 
Weak Minds are apt to credit u has they fear. , 


" This filly Carpenter is almoſt Wood, 1. 
And thinks of nothing elſe but Noan's Flood 3 
Believes he ſees it, and begins to quake, a, 


And all for Alison his Honey's Sake: | 
He's over-run with Sorrow, and with Vere, *. 


And ſends forth many a Groan, and many # Ter: 
A Kneading-Trough, a Tub, and ®'Kemeling, | ' 
He gets by Stealth, and ſends em to his Inn. 
He makes three Ladders, whence he clinibs aloof,” - 
And privately he hangs them in the Root: 
But firſt he victuall'd them, both Trough and Tub, 
With Bread and Cheeſe, and Bottles full of mighty Baby 
Enough o Conſcienee 1 34 OT 
And be ſufficient for a Day's Repaſt. ” 


A Brewer's Veſſel | 


— Sod. tb 
| But cer this Preparation had been made, j 


He ſent to Lando both his Man and Maid» 
On certain Matters which concern d his Trade. 


And now came on the fatal Monday Night, 
Barr'd are the Doors, out goes the Candle-light; 
And when all Things in Readineſs were ſet, 
Theſe Three their Ladders take, and up they get. 
Now Pater-nofter, * clum, ſaid Ax is, | 
And clam, quoth NicnoLas, and clum, quoth Jon, 8 
This Carpenter his Oriens did ſay, | 
For Men in Fear are very ape ts pray. 
Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour 
m 


And how, ot ene Tink . ny 
To fall upon this eaſy ſimple Man; 
Who, after ſo much Care and Buſineſs paſt, 
And ſpent with fad Concern, was quickly faft, | 
Good Nicnol As, and ALso the Fair: 
Then, without ſpeaking, to the Bed they creep 
Of Joan, poor Cuckold! who was taſt aſlcep, 


WA 


* A Note of Silence. 


New of th ON that in Town and Vil- 


lage, 4 Bell ſhould be rung 2 Night 2. of the Clocks 
2 the bel ng of the Bl'» Fire and Candle, 

0 to 0 Bell was called Curfew, 
that is, Cover Fire. > ** 


- 
; - 
. 


+ Curfew, WILLIAM the Conqueror, is the ff 8 
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"There all the Night they revel, ſport, ys. 

And act the merry X 3 

Till that the Bell of Laudi began to ring. 
And the fat Fryars in the Chancel ſing. * | 


The Pariſh-Clark, this am'rous ABSALON, 
Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone, 
At Oſuey happen d, with a jovial Creyy, oh 
To ſpend the Monday as they us'd to do; 17 a 
There pulls a certain Fryar by the Sleeve, 

With Pardon begg d, and, Father, by your Leave, 
When {aw you Joun the Carpenter, he cries; + 


Laſt Saturday the Cloiſterer replies, 

Since when I have not ſeen him with theſe Eyes: 
Perhaps abroad he's playing faſt and looſe, 

Or fetching Timber for the Abbot's Uſe, 

And lodges at the Grawnge a Day or two; 3 2. 
Or elſe at Home —— I know no more than you. 


This made Nas's boiling Blood with Pleaſure tart, 
The News rejoic'd the Cockles of his Heart. 
Now is my Time, thinks he, the Moon is bright, | 
Nor care I, if I travel all the Night; 

For at his Door, ſince Day began to ſpring, 
T've ſeen, like him, no Kind of Manor Thing, 


It is reſol · d to ALison III go, 
When the firſt Morning Cock begins to crow; | 
And to her Window privately repair 
| ane and tell ber my tornienting oe. 


Th 
4£ 
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Ill open all my Breaſt, and cafe my Heart, 
For tis too much to bear Love's ſtinging Smart. 
Some little Comfort ſure I ſhall not miſs, 

At leaſt ſhe'll grant the Favour of a Kiſs. 

My Mouth has itch'd all Day, from whence it ſeems 
That I ſhall kiſs; beſides my pleaſant Dreams 

Ot Feaſts and Banquets, whence a Man may gueſs 
That I may haply meet with ſome Succeſs : 

But for an Hour or two before I go, 

III firſt refreſh me with a Nap or fo. 


Now the firſt Cock had wak'd from his Repoſe 
The jolly An8saLON, and up he roſe. 

But firſt he dreſſes finical and gay, 

And looks like any Beau at Church or Ply, 

And brisk as Bridegroom on a Wedding Day. 
Nicely he combs the Ringlets of his Hair, 

And, waſh'd with Roſewater, looks freſh and fair: 
Then with his Finger be her Window twang'd, 
Whiſper'd a gentle Tone, and thus harangu'd. - 


Sweet AL150N, my Honey-comb my Dear, 
My Bird, my Cinamon, your Lover hear. 
Atyake, and ſpeak one Word before I part; 
But one kind Word, the Balſam to my Heart, 
Little you think, alas ! the mighty Woe, 
Which for the Love of thee 1 undergo. 
For thee I ſevelter, and for thee I ſweat, 
nd mourn as Lembkins for the Mother's Trat. 
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Nor falſe my Grief, nor does the Turtle Dove 
Lament more truly, or more truly love. Ye 
I cannot eat nor drink, and all for thee — _ 


Get from my Window, you Fack Fool, ſaid ſhe; 
I love another of a different Hue . 
From ſuch a filly Dunder-head as you. 


It you ſtand talking at that fooliſh Rate, 

My Chamber-pot ſhall be about your Pate. | 

Be gone, you empty Sot, and let me ſleep; 

At this poor ABsaLon began to weep, © 
And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans deplore; 
Was ever faithful Love thus ſerv'd beforet _ 
Since, then, my Sweet, what I defire's i in vain, 

Let me bus one ſmall Boon, 4 Kiſs obtain. 

And will you then be gone, nor loiter here, 
Quoth ALnox ? Ay certain, my Dear ! 


Make ready then — Now, NicaoLas, lye ſill; 


Tis ſuch a Jeſt that you ſhall laugh your fill. 


Raviſh'd with Joy, Nas fell upon his Knees, 
The happieſt Man alive in all Degrees 
In filent Raptures he began to cry, 
No Lord in Europe is ſo bleft as J. 
1 may expet# more Favours; for a Kiſs 


1: an Aſſurance of . farther Bliſs 
| The Window now unclſp'd, with lender voice; 


Cries Alison, be quick, and make no Noiſe; 


I would not for the World our Neighbours hear, 


For they're made up of Jealouſy and Fear, 
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Then filken Handkerchief from Pocket ame, 
To wipe his Mouth full clean, to kiſs the Dame. 
Dark was the Night, as any Coal or Pitch, 
When at the Window, ſhe clap'd out her Breech. 
The Pariſh-Clark ne er doubted what to do, 
But ask'd no Queſtions, and in haſte fell to. 
On her blind Side full ſavourly he preſt 
A loving Kiſs, cer he ſmelt out the Jeſt. 
Aback he ſtarts, for he knew well enough, 
That Women's Lips are ſmooth, but theſe were rough; 
What have I dne, quoth he? and rav'd and ſtat'd, ö 
Ah me ! I've liſid a Woman evith a Beard... | 
He curs d the Hour, and rail d againſt the Stars, 
That he was born to kiſs my Lady's Arſe, 
® Tehea ſhe cry'd, and clap'd the Window cloſe, 
While AzsaLon with Grief and Anger goes 
To meditate, Revenge; and to requite 
The foul Affront, he would not ſleep that Night. 
And now with Duſt, with Sand, with Straw, with Chipy, 
He ſcrubs and rubs the Kiſſes from his Lips, 
Ott would he fay, Alas! O baſeft Evil! | 
Than meet with this Diſgrace ſo dumm d wncivil, [ 
I rather had went head-long to the Devil. 
To kiſs a Woman's Breech ! Oh, it can't be bornl 
But my Soul I'll be reveng'd by Morn, 


Hot Love, the Proverb fays, grow: quickly cook | | 
And ABsaLon's no more an am'rous Fool: 


* 4 Note of Laughter. 
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For ſince his Purpoſe was ſo foully croſt, 
He gains his Quiet, tho' his Love is loſt: | 
And, cur'd of his Diſtemper, can defy © 
All whining Coxcombs with a ſcornful Eye: 
But for meer Anger, as he paſs'd the Street, 
He wept, as does a School- Boy, when he's beat. · 
In a ſoft doleful Pace, at haſt, he came 
To an old Vulcan, Jarvis was his Name; 
Who hte and early at the Forge turmoil'd, f 
In hammering Iron Bars and Plough-ſhares toil'd. 
. - Hither repair'd, by one or two a-Clock, - | 
Poor ABSALON, and gave an eaſy Knock. 
Who's there, that knocks ſo late, Sir Jarvis cries? 
*Tis I, the penſive ABsaLon replies, "£3 
| Open the Door. What, AzsaLon, (quoth ke) 
' The Pariſh-Clark! Ab! Benedicite , 
Where haſt thou been t Some pretty Girl, 7 wot, 
Has led you out ſo late upon the Trot, 
Some merry Meeting on the Wenching Score ; 
You know my Meaning —— but I'll ſay no more. 


This ABsaLON another Diſtaff drew, 
And had more Tow to ſpia than Jazvis knew : 
He minded not a Bean of all he ſaid, g 
For other Things employ d his careful Head. 
At laſt he Silence breaks, dear Friend, he cries, 
Lend's that hot Pur, which in the Chimney lies; © 
To bring it back again ſball be my Tut. 15 


* 
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With all my Heart, quoth Jazy1s, were it Gold, 
Or ſplendid Nobles in a Purſe untold: 
With all my Heart, as I'm an honeſt Smith, 
Pl lead it thee; but what wilt do therewith ? 
For that, quoth AdsAaLON, nor Care, nor Sorrow, 
I'll give a good Account of it To-morrow. 
Then up the Cutler in his Hand he caught, 
Tripp'd out with flent Pace and wicked Thought. 
Red-hot it was, as any burning Coal, 
With which to Jonm the Carpenter's he. ſtole. 
There firſt be cough'd, and. as his uſual Wont, 
Up to the Window came, and tapp'd upon't, | 


Some Thief, I warrant, with a hanging Look. 
Ah! God forbid, quoth this diſſembling Elf, 
[Tis ABSaLon, my Life, my better Self! 

A rich Gold Ring I've to my Darling brought, 
By a known Graver exquifitely wrought ; 

Beſide a Poſie molt divigely writ . 
By a fam'd Poet and notorious Wit. | 
My Mother gave it me, (tis wond'rous fine) 
She clapp'd it on my Finger, I on thine, 
If thou wilt deign the Favour of a Kiſs —— 
Now N1cnoLas by chance roſe up to piſs :. 
Thinking to better and improve the Jeſt, 

He ſhould falute his Breech before the reſt.” 
With eager Haſte and ſecret Joy he went. 
And his Poſteriors out at Window ſent. 


Es 


Who's there, quoth Alison? Some Midnight Rook, 


— — 2 — 
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Here AB$sALoON, the Wag, with ſubtile Tone, 
Whiſpers, my Love! my Soul! my Ar1zon! 

Speak, my ſweet Bird, I know not where thou t. 
At this the Scholar let a rouzing Fart ; 

So loud the Noiſe, as frightful was the Stroke 

As Thunder, when it ſplits the ſturdy Oak. 

The Clark was ready, and with hearty Guſt, 

The red-hot Iron in his Buttocks thruſt. 6 gb 
Strait off the Skin, like ſhrivel'd Parchment flew, -. 
His Breech as raw as St. BAR THOLOMlw. 

The Cutler had ſo ſing'd his Hinder-part, | 
He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very Smart. 


In 3 mad Fit about the Room he ran, 1 8 


Help, Water, Water, for 4 dying Man. 


The Carpenter, as one beſide his Wits, ; 
Starts at the dreadful Sound, and up he gets. 
The Name of Water rouz d him from his Sleep; 
He rubb'd his Eye-lids, and began to peep. 
Alas! thought he, now comes the fatal Hour, 
And from the Clouds does Noan's Deluge pour. 
Up then he fits, and without more ado, 
He takes his Ax, and ſmites the Cord in two. | 
Down goes the Bread, and Ale, and Cheeſe, and all, 
And Joum himſelt had a confounded Fall; 
Dropt from the Roof upon the Floor, aftound, 
He lies as dead, and ſwims upon the Ground, 


Then NicuoLas, to play the Counterfeit, 
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In came the Neighbours pouring, like the Tide, 
To know the Reaſon why was Murder cry'd. 
There they beheld poor Joun, a gaſping Man; 
Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan: 
Batter'd his Sides, and broken was his Arm; 

But ſtand it out he mult, to his own Harm. 
For when he aim'd to ſpeak in his Defence, 
They bore him down, and baffled all his Senſe. 
They told the People that the Man was Wood, 
And dream'd of nothing elſe but Noan's Flood. 


His heated Fancy of this Deluge rung, 


That to the Root three Kneading-Troughs be hung, 
With which in Danger he deſign'd to ſwim, 


And we, forſooth, muſt carry on the Whim ; 
He begg'd and pray d, and ſo we humour'd him. 


At hearing this, the ſneering Neighbours gave 
An univerſal Shout and hideous Laugh, 
Now on the Roof, and now on Jom they gape, 
And all his Earneſt turn into a Jape. 
He ſwore againſt the Scholar and his Wife, 
And never look'd fo fooliſh in his Life. 
Whate'er he ſpeaks, the People never mind; 
His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind. 
Thus all conſent to ſcoff each ſerious Word, \ 
And Jonn remain'd a Cuckold on Record. , 


Thus Doors of Braſs, and Bars of Steel are vain; 
And watchful Jealouſy, and carking Pain, 
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Is fruitleſs all, when a good-natur'd Spouſe 
Deſigns Preferment for her Husband's Brows, 
Thus Alison, her Cuckold, does der. 
And ABsAaLoN has kiſs'd her nether Eye; 
While Nicholas is ſcalded in the Breech, 
My Tue is done; God fave us all and each: 


# « T7. 
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AND 
PHIL EMON, 


imitated from the VA Bok 7 Ovid. 
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And ſtole about, but hide their OH. 
TO OF Yee TONE PIY) Hotgow ei win) BY | 


It happen'd on a Winter Night; „ ber +" warts Ii 
As Authors of the Legend write; W493) Lis boon wit 
Two Brother Herinits, Saints by Trade 14 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, | | 1 
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Diſguis'd in tatter d Habits went 
To a ſinall Village down in Tn; 
Where, in the Strollers canting Strain; 


They begg'd from Door to Door in vain, 


Try'd ev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not a Soul would let em in, 


Our wand'ring Saints in woful State; 
Treated at this ungodly Rate, 
Having through all the Village paſt, 

To a ſmall Cottage came at laſt, 
Where dwelt a good old honeft Yeoman; 
| Call'd in the Neighbourhood, Pl ov. 
Who kindly did the Saints invite 
In his poor Hut to paſs that Night; 
And then the hoſpitable Sire 

Bid Goody Baucis mend the Fire; 


While he from out the Chimney took. „ 


A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 
And freely from the ſatteſt Side 

Cut out large Slices to be fryd: 

Then ſtept aſide to fetch em Drink, 
Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink, 
And faw it fairly twice go round 


Yet (what is wonderful) they found 


*T'was ſtil! repleniſh'd to the Top, 


As if they ne'er had touch d a Drop 


The good old Couple was ama d. 
And often on each other gaz'd; ; 


— 
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And juſt began to cry —— What art ! 

Then ſoftly turn d aſide to view ' 

Whether the Lights were burning blue. 

The gentle Pilgrims ſoon aware ot, 

Told em their Calling and their Errant: 

od Folks, you need not be atraid, 

We are but Saints, the Hermits faid : 

No Hurt ſhall come to You or Yours; 

But, for that Pack of churliſh Boors, 

Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 

hey and their Houſes ſhall be drown'd; 

hilt you ſhall ſee your Cottage riſe, | 
od grow a Church before your Eyes. Hi 


They ſcarce had ſpoke ; when, fair and ſoft, 

he Roof began to mount aloftz 

loft roſe ev'ry Beam and Rafter, "0 

be heavy Wall climb'd lo y after. oo 


The Chimney widen'd, and grew bigher, 

me a Steeple with a Spire. | *. 

hs Lade the p 

nd there ſtood faſten d to a Joilt ; 

But with the Upſide down, to ſhow 

s Inclination tor Below. 5 Ms 

n vain, for a ſuperior Force, — TT OR 

ur an Bottom, ii 
mid ever in Suſpenſe to dwell ; eee 
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A wooden Jack, which had almoſt | 
A ſudden Alteration feels, 
Increas d by new inteſtine Wheels; 
And, what exalts the Wonder more, 

The Number made the Motion flow'r: 

The Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, | 
Turn'd round ſo quick, you ſcarce cou'd ſee't ; ;. 
But ſlacken d by ſome ſecret Pow- r. 

Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near ally d, 
Had never left each other's Side; OY” 
The Chimney to a Steeple grown, "= 
The Jack would not be left alone; Wks 
But up againſt the Steeple rear'd, 
Became a Clock, and ſtill adher'd: _ . - 
And ſtill its Love to Houſhold. Cares, 
By a ſhrill Voice, at Noon declare, 
Warning the Cook-maid not to bun. 
That Roaſt-meat which it cannot turn, 


$445 em bas +5 
The groaning Chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge Snail, along the Wall ; 
There ſtuck aloft, in publick View, . 
And, with ſmall Change, a Pulpit grew. 


The Porringers, that in a Row . 287 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring Show, 1 
To a leſs noble Subſtance chang d. 


Were now but kathern Buckets rang d. 
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The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 

f Jin of France, and Engliſh Mol, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hood, © Wc e 
rhe little Children in the Weed; © | | 

ow ſeem'd to look Abundance better, 

mprov'd in Picture, Size, and Letter; 

ad, high in Order plae d, deſeribe uy 

WT be Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe. 


4 
1 


| 


| 


A Bedſtead of the antique Mode, | 
ompact of Timber many a Load, 

Such as our Anceſtors did uſe, 

as metamorphos'd into Pews; 

hich ſtill their antient Nature keep, 
y lodging Folks diſpos'd to Sleep. _ 


WW The Cottage, by ſuch Feats as theſe, _ 
ron to a Church by juſt Degrees, | 
he Hermits then defir'd their Hoſt, | tut? : 
o ask for what he fancy's moſt. : 

HILE MON, having paus'd a-while, | 
Return d em Thanks In homely Stile: 

hen ſaid; my Houſe is grown fo fine, 
ethinks I ſtill would call it mine: « N 
'm old, and fain would live at Eaſe, a 


He ſpoke, and preſently he feels 
is Grazier's Coat fall down his Heelsz 
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He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each Arm a Pudding Sleeve 
His Waſtcoat to a Caſſock grew, c 0 
Aud both aſſum d a Sable Hue: 0 

But being old, continu'd juſt 
As thread · bare, and as ſull of Duſt. 
His Talk was now of Tythes and Dues, | 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News 5 ; 
Knew how to preach old Sermons nexty - +1 
Vampt in the Preface and the Text ; | 
At Chriſt'nings well could act his Part. 
And had the Service all by Heart; 
Wiſh'd Women might have Children fat, | 
And thought whoſe Sow had farrow d laſts 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 3 
And ſtood up firm for Right Divine ; 
Found his Head 61'd with many a Syſten; 
But Claſſic Authors he ne er miſid em. 


Thus having furbiſh'd up a Parſon, 

Dame Bavcis next they play d their Farce on: 
Inſtead of home ſpun Coifs, were ſeen | 
Good Pinners edg d with Colberteen ; 

Her Petticeat transform'd apace, | 
Became black Sattin, flounc'd with Lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 

"Twas Madam, in her Grogram Gown. 
PaILEMON was in great Surprize, 

And hardly could believe hig Eyes, 
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Amaz d to ſee her look ſo prim ; 
And ſhe admir d as much at * 


e 
Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife; 
When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing on old Stories paſt, 
They went, by chance, amidſt their Talk, 
To the Church-yard, to take a Walk ; 
When Bavcis haſtily cry'd out, 
My Dear, I ſee your Forehead ſprout. 
Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tell us? 
I hope you don't believe me Jealous; 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true 
And truly yours is budding too — 
| Nay, now I cannot ſtir my Foot z 
lt feels as if 'twere taking Root — | 


ln ſhort, they both were turn'd to us, 
Old Goodman Donsox of the Green, 


Remembers he the Trees has ſeen : ; 


He'll talk of them from Noon till Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſee the Sight. 
On Sundays, after Ev'ning Pray'r, 

He gathers all the Pariſh there; 

Points out the Place of either Eo, 
Here Baucis, there PriLexon grew : 
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Till once a Parſon of our Town, . 
To mend his Barn, cut Bavers down: +1 
At which, 'tis hard to be beliey'd, | : 
How much the other Tree was priev'd, 
Grew ſcrubby, dy d . Top, was ſtunted; 
So the next Parſon ſtubb d and burnt it. 


ox = 
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D TT H 
G MARY, 


| By the Duke of Dro- 1694. 
POEMA E — — g 


2 
ONG our divided State 


Hung in the Ballance of a doubtful Fate, 

When one bright Nymph the gath ring Clouds difpel's, 

And all the Griefs of Albion heal d: | 

Her the united Land obey'd, 

No more to Jealouſy inclin'd, 
Nor fearitig Pow r with ſo much Virtue Join'd. * 
She knew her Task, and nicely underſtood 

To what Intention Kings are made 
Not for their own, but for the People's Good. 
Tas that prevailing Argument alone 
Determin'd her to fill the vacant Throne: 

And yet with Sadneſs ſhe beheld | 
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By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled, 
When by her Royal Birth compell'd, | 
To what her God, and what ber Country claim'd,! 
Tho' by a ſervile Faction blam'd, 
How graceful were the Tears ſhe ſhed! 


9 & I. 


When waiting only for a Wind, 
Againſt our Iſle the Pow'r of France was arm'd ; 
Her ruling Arts in their true Luſtre ſhin'd, 0 
The Winds themſelves were by her Influence charm'd; W 
'Twas her Authority and Care ſupply'd. 7 
The Safety, which our Want of Troops * | 

Secure and undiſturb d the Scene 8 \W; 
| of Albion ſeem'd, and, like her Eyes, ferene,— 
Vain was th' Invader's Force, Revenge, and Pride, 
Max1a reign'd, and Heav'n was on our Side, 

The Scepter by her ſelf unſought,  - 
Gave double Proots of her Heroick Mind ; 
Wich Skill ſhe ſway d it, and with Eaſe reſigu d. 
So the Difator, from Retiremens eee, 5 
Repell'd the Danger that did Rome alarm, 
And then return'd contented to his Farm. 


III. | , p. 
Fatal to the Fair and Young, 
Accurs'd Diſeaſe ! how long 
| eee 
Robb d of the Hope and Comfort of their Age! 


From 


2d. 
— 
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From the unhappy Lover's Side, AGES 

low che ha thor tors N 

Now, like a Tyrant, riſing by Degrees 

To worſe Extreams, and blacker Vilkinies, 

Praftis'd in Ruin for ſome Ages paſt, 

Thou haſt brought forth a general one at laſt. 

* Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe ; 

But Heav'n's ſeverer Frowrs amaze 

The Quzm ! a Word, a Sounds. 

Of Nations once the Hope and firm Support, 

Wealth of the Needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 

The Joy of all, the Wiſeſt and the Beſt : 

A Name which Eccho did rebound ., _. | 
wich loud Applauſe from neighb'ring Shores, 
Their Admiration, the Delight of ours, 
Becomes unutterable now, - I. mal 
The Crouds in that dejected Court, 

Where languiſhing Mania lay, 
Nannen as 
Silent their drooping Heads they bow, | 
Silence ner prockims t approaching Wo : 

Ev'n Mania“ lateſt Care, 
Whom Winter's Seaſons, . yearly 


Nor watchful Fleets could from his glorious Purpoſe move, 
( Deaths ſedate, 

Intrepid in the Storms of War, and in the Midſt of flying 

Now trembles, now he ſinks beneath the mighty Weight. 

© The Hero to the Man gives Way, 

Unhappy Ifle, for half an Age a Prey 


To fierce Diſſeation, or deſpotick Sway z 


Redeem d 
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"Redeem'd from Anarchy, to be undone 
By the miſtaken Meaſures of the Throne. 
Thy Monarch's meditating dark Deſigns, 
|  * Or boldly throwing off the Mask, 
Fond of the Power, unequal to the Task; 
Thy ſelf without remaining Signs, 
Of antient Virtue ſo deprav'd, _ k 
As ev'n to wiſh to be enllay'd; 2 


fo lon 
—————— Ae eee 
Protect Thee from thy felf, thy greateſt Foe? 
Something Celeſtial ſure, a Heroine © 
Of matchleſs Form, and a Majeſtic Mien; 
Awſul, reſpected, fear d, but more belov'd; ** 
More than her Laws her great Example mov. 
The Bounds that in her Godlike hing 
Were to her Paſſions ſet, ſeverely ſhim dz. 
But that of doing Good was unconfin'd: - 

So juſt, that arr RK 

Deſtructive in another Hand, £2.5\woT . 


In hers had chang'd its Nature, bad den wu make 

Oh had the longer Raid, © 477 00s 
Leſs ſwiftly to her Native Heai'nretir'd1 ee 8930 
For her the Harps of Albion had been ſtrung, 
The tuneful Nine could never have aſpird 
To a more lotty and immortal Song. 
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The Duxe of 


Devonſtire's A LLUSION 


To the An cn IIS Hor of 


Cambray's TELEMACHUS. 


Written in the Year 1707. 


* 
— — — 
© F - * 


AMBRAY, you ſet, when heav'nly Love you write, 

The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light?! 

A Love, by no Self-Intereſt debas'd, | 

But on th' Almighty's high perfection plac'd! | | 

A Love, in which true Piety conſiſta, | | 

That ſoars to Heay'n without the Help of Prieſts! 
| F 


l 


Let 
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Let partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 
n 
If beſt your clevared Notions fut NI 
With wins ts Read er u de be. 8 
They have, at leaſt, an Alr of being true. in. | 
And what can animated Clay produce, 

Beyond a Gueſs, in Matters ſo abſtruſe? 

But when, deſcending from th' Imperial Height, 

You ſtoop, of Sublunary Things to write, 
MINERV A ſeems the Moral to diſpenſe: 

How great the SubjeRt, how ſublime the Senſe! - 
Not the Aonian Bard with ſuch a Flame N 
E'er ſung of Ruling Arts; your lofry Theme 

In your TEL EMACHUS, his Hero's Sen, 


We ſee the great Original outdone. 

There is in Virtue ſure a hidded Chem., DET 

To force Eſteem, and Envy to difarm : 

Elſe in a flatt'ring Court you ne'er had been debgn'd 
T' inſtruct the future Troublers of Mankind. 

Happy your native Soil. x leaſt by Nature fo; 

In none her Treaſures more profuſely flow: 

The Hills adorũ d with Vines, with Flow'rs 3 | 

Without the Sun's too near Approach, ſerene: 

But Heav'n in vain does on the Vineyards * 

The Monarchs Glory mocks the Lab'rer's Toil. 

What tho' clab'rate Braſs with Nature five, 

And proud E queſtrian Figures ſeem alive; _ 

With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, 

With yielding Citadels, ſurpriz'd or bought? 


dE 


x* 
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And here the Ruins of a taken Town,  - 
here a bombarded Steeple tumbling down: -- | 
Such Prodigies of Axt, or coſtiy Pins 
n eee | 
O deſpicable State of all that groan 
Under a blind Dependency on One! 
How far inferior to the Herds that range, 
With native Freedom, o'er the Woods and Plains! © 
With them no Fallacies of Schools prevail, 
Nor of a Right Divine, the nauſtous Tale, 
Can give to on chemſelves the PowW I, 
Without Controul, his Fellows to devour. 
To reaſoning human Kind glone, belong | 
The Arts to hurt themſdves by reas ning wrong. 
Howe er the fooliſh Notion firſt began, 
Of truſting Abſeluse to lawleſs Man: 
Howe ler a Tyrant may by Force ſubfiſt; - 
For who would be a Slave that can reſiſt? | 
Thoſe ſet the Caſuiſt ſafeſt on the Throne, | 
Who make the People's Intereſt their own; 
And chuſing rather ta be lov'd chan fear'd, . 
Are Kings of.: Men, not af a ſervile Herd. 
O Liberty : toq late deſir d, ben loſt : 
Like Health, when wanted, thou art valud moſt! 
In Regions where no Property is known, } 


Thro' which the Garone- runs, and tapid Rhone, 
Where Peaſants toil for Harveſt not their own; 
How gladly would they quit their native Soil, * 
And change for 92 ſe Wine and Oil =o 


= , N Fa : * Ta As 
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As Wretches chain d and lab ring at the Oar, 
In Sight of 1:aly's delightful Shore, t 
Reflect on their unhappy Fate the ore: ; 
Thy Laws have ſtill their Force. Above the reſt 
Of Gothic Kingdoms, happy Albion, bleſt! 

Long fince their antient Freedom they haye loſt, 
And ſervilely of their Subjection boalt; 
Thy better Fate the vain Attempts reſiſts : - 
'Of faithleſs Monarchs, and deſigning Prieſts; 
Unfhakan yet, the Government ſubliſts. 
While Streams of Blood the Coritinent o'erflow, 
Redd'ning the Maeſe, the Danube, and the Pe; 
Thy Thames, auſpicious Iſle! her Thunder ſends, 
To cruſh thy Foes, and to relieve her Friends. 
Say Muſe, ſince no Surprize, or foreign Stroke, / 
Can hurt her, gaurded by her Walls of Oak, *- 
Since wholeſome Laws her Liberty transfer 
To future Ages, what can Albion fear?» 
Can ſhe the . 
Have Univerſities fo great a Sway? 

The Muſe is ſilent, cautious to refle@- -* r 
On Manions whirothe Male pubs 
Barren of Thought, and niggardly of ions : 
My creeping Number ſhe forbids to climb: 
Vent' ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 

And o'er my drooping Senſes Sleep prevails. 

An antique Pile, near Thamer's ſilver Stream, 
Was the firſt Object of my airy Dream 

In antient Times a conſecrated Fane, died 101 22 
A to Uſes more prophane; 
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Filbd with. a popular debating Throng, ö 
Oft in the Righeh und oftner in the Wrong z 

Of Good and bad the variable Teſt, : > 


Where the Religion that was voted beſt 
Is till inclin'd to perſecute the ref, 
On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fell, 
Of hideaus Form, ſecond to none in Hell. 
The Fury, to be more abhorr'd and fear'd, 
Her Teeth and Jaws with Clods of Gore beſmear'd, 
Her particolour'd Robe obſcenely ſtain'd 
With pious Murthers, Freemen rack'd and chain'd, 
With the implacable and brutiſh Rage 
Of fierce Dragoons, ſparing no Sex nor Age; 
With all the horrid Inſtruments of Death, 3 
Of tort'ring Innocents t improve their Faith, 5 
Clouding the Roof with their inſectious Breath. 
Thus ſhe began: Are then my Labours vain, 
That to the Pow'rs of France have added Spain ? 
Vain my Attempts to make that Empire great; 
„And ſhall a Woman my Deſigns defeat, 
« Baffle th' infernal Projects I've. begun, 
« And break the Meaſures of my fav'rite Son? 
T oO far unlike the Heroes of her Race; 
- That mods tick Hier of e eee 
« And, {lighting Coronation-Oaths, diſdain'd 
« Their high Prerogative ſhould be reſtrain d. 
„Tho ber own Iſle is bleſt with Liberty, 9 
Has ſhe a Right to ſet all Europe free? | 
* Under this Roof, with Management, I may 
2 Tbe Progrely of her Arms at leaſt delay; 
"Y From 


— 
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& From a contagious Vapour I will blow. 
« Within theſe Walls Breaches 3 
Here let imaginary Fears prevail. 
And give a Colour to aſſected Tell. 

« From trivia! Bills let warm Debate ariſe, | 

« Foment Sedition, and retard Supplies. 2 

« If once my treack'rous Arts; and watchful Care 

* Break the Confed': cy, and end the War, * 
* Ador'd, in Hell I may in Triumph fit, 18 + 
+ 2 And Jarpe to ene Pocantte fubwie. ei 4 £u4 1 


Waking at la deteluble a Sound, 3 | 
Which would all Order, and all Peace confound, PART - D 
I cry'd, infernal Hag |! be ever dum; 

Thee, with her Arms, let 4 NN A overcome. 

Here ANN A reigns, a Queen by Heav'n putter | 
To right the Injur d, and ſubdue the Proug. 1 
As Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, 10 | | 
ANN A th' invaded ſinking Empire frees, . . 
Th' Allies her. Faith, her Pow'r the French er 1 
Her Piety th' Oppreſs'd, the World her Fame. 

At ANN A's Name, dejected, 1 and ſcurd, 

The execrable Phantom ne d. ; 
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Female Reign; ; 
8 D E, 


Alluding to the 14th Ops of the 
Ian Book of HORACE.” : 


; n | : 
| Yo Gura — clieve Quiriti Sc. 


* Attempted i in the Style of Pr N DAR. 


With a ert a Gentleman i in the 
Univ IZA Tu of CAMBRIDGE. 
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SIR, 
HIS comes to congratulate you on 
| the agreeable News of ſome late ex- 
traordinary Succeſſes, which have bleſ3'd the 
Arms of her Majefly and ber Allies. 1 
Jeave you to 5 1h Papers for a»par- 


_ ticular Account of thoſe Actions which bau. 
ſurpriæ d the World; and, we hope, given 
the laft Stroke to the Janguiſhing Power 
of the Common Enemy of Europe. They 
will furniſh noble Topics for the Wits of 
an Univerſity, like yours, who can em- 
belliſh (if that can be done) the Glbries of 4 
Female Reign, with a jufter Sublimity "1 
Verſe, than what you will find in the- 

lowing Performance, which was written ſeve- 
ral Months ago, and not run over with 3 


take my Hint, is accounted by ſome Critics 
not inferior to the 4th of the ſame Book, 
which begins thus : | 


Qualem Miniſtrum Fulminis Alitem, Ec. 


And was written in Complement” to Au 
on Occaſion of a famous Victory gain d by Ti- 
berius, as this, which I have aim d to imitate, 
was written on the Praiſe of Claudius Neto. 
I need not inform Men of your Reading and 
Letters what occaſion'd both. The Poet, 3 


baſty Negligence. The Ode, from whence I 


LY ITE RT ELSE. 


* 


billes po TY Ss 2114 
does in almoſt all his Odes, has ſoewn a pecu- 
1 E and Elegance, and turns all the 
exyric on the. „ (who was not in 

. 5 gion with, Concilium, & tuos 
præbente vos. I = ak wherein 1 have. L 
trod in the Steps of CEN you will find it 
in the 2 %% I have only kept him iu 
View, and uſed bim only . he was er- 
viteable. to my Deſign. He took the fame Li- 
berty with Alczus, as appears from ſome Frag- 
ments of that Greek Lyrick, quoted by Athe- 
næus. my Digreſſions and Tranſitions I 
have taken Care to play always in Sight, and. 
make every one of them contrikue tomy main 
Eu. Ae e to cas 
W to Rapin, will. give @ truer 
Idea of the « Oe, than all the Rules and Ra- 
flecrions of the beft Critics. T will not pretend 
to have div'd into bim over Head and Ears; 
but I have wer get to have made my ſelf 
7 the greateſ Stranger to bis ; wk of 
which generally conſiſts in the Dig= 
2275 the Sentiments, and an elegant Variaty, 
makes the Reader- riſe up with graater 
4 75 than be ſate down: And that 


as the Moda in Compoſitions of any; 
Sort, 41 never be diſagreeable to a Gentleman: 


ph — and Fudgment.. F have avided* 
urns, as thinking t bas they dabaſa the Lofti= 
1605 * the Ode. Ton will eafily perceive bo- 


ther. I'ave reach'd that acer Spiritus & Vis, 
Fs rec om 


2 
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recommended by Horace, as the Genius 
Poetry. Whether you will call the following 
Lines no Pindarick Ode, or irregular ada; 
gives me no Df urbance; * for however the ſtem- 
ing Wilane 25 this Sor 0 I Verſe” ought to 
be reftrain'd ophe, Aue he, .. 
wil never Fan 5 agli; and re 


ſbew a ftrange Depravity in our Ta 
f ould, * may be witneſſed by t l 


Imitation of the Da#yles and Spondets uſed 
go Pruriliy STDN ETI. Bat to make an 


d of this tedious Epiſtle : Tou will ſu -p 
2 the W hole, that ber MA 
15 the Chief Heroint of the Ode; fp the 
Moral at the End, Reus the nid Cet of 
4 Reign, which is not founded on a greens 


Fuftice, or criminal Magnanimity. 
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* 11 5857 
WIr, e the Big Sn de 
To wake the eee of eherts lire? 
By future People to be ſung, Cade. ane 
The Labour of ack a en. | 
Can faithful Regiſters, or Rhyme. 
In charming Eloquence, or fprightly Wit, . | 
The Wonders of her Reign tranſmit . 
To th' unborn Children of ſucceeding Time? 
Can Painter's Oil, or Gar ! Art, * 
Eternity to her impart 7 e And 
No! titled Statues are but empty Things,” 
Inſcrib'd to Royal Vany. nN 
The Sacrifice of Flattery % Dal! ni 
To lawleſs Nero s, or Bowrbozian Kings, g. 
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True Vertus to her kindred Stars aſpires, 

Does all our Pomp of Stone and Verſe ſurpaſs, 
And mingling with Etherial Fires, | 
No ulſejeſs Ornament requires, 

From Speaking Colours, or from Breathing Braſh. 
| 1 

Greazeft of Prince: !- where the wand ring Sun. 

Does o'er Earth's habitable Regions roll, 


From th' Eaſtern Barriers to the Weſters Goal, 


With Swiftneſs equal (6 his own: of 5 


- Thee on the Banks of Flangrian Scaldis fing 
The jocund Swain, releas'd from Gallic Fear : 
The Engliſh Voice unus'd;to hear, 


1 


Thee the repeating Banks, Thee ey ry Valley 2 


The Gaul; untaught to bear the Fame 
On Wide" hk tha NG Wy Bl 
From the Britannick Valour flies, | 
No longer able to withſtand 

The Thunderbolt launch'd by a Female l. 
or Light ning darted from her Eyes. 

r 51. 

What treble Ruin pious A N N. A brings. 

| On falſe Elefors, perjur'd Lig.. 

Let the twice fugitive Bavarian tell ;. 

Who, from his airy Hope of beter State, 

By Luſt of Sway, ele Great, 

Uke as Ayo Ar fell: 


N. 


% 
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Who by Imperial Favour rais'd, rigs 
I'th' higheſt Rank of Glory blaz'd; 
And had till now unrival'd ſhone 
More than s King, contented with his own 
But Lwcifer's bold Steps he tro. 
Who durſt aſſault the Throne of GOD; 
And for contented Realms of bliſsful Light, 
Gain'd the Jad Privilege to be 
The Firſt in ſod Miſery, 
Monarch of Hell, and Mues, and endleſs Nights. 
Corruption of the Baſt i. ki vas IT TOS b, 
ee Bon of ann Ms; 


eee 

In the black Groves of Styx alone... 26) 9% o7 

Nor ever had on Earth the f Crop been ſown - -- 

'The Swain, wien 4dmaze, had till d 
The Flaridrian Glebe, a guiltleſh Felde 
Nor had ho wonder d, - when he found. 


TE 


y * * . 4 
4 4 9 4 A C ; 4 - . 
"07 


The Bones. of Heroes in the Ground. | * 
No Crimſon Streams had lately ſwelſdſd . 
The Dyle, the Danube, and the Schelds  */ 


But Evils are of neceſſary Growth; en 2a fn baA 
To rouze the Brave, and baniſh Slot. 
And ſome are born to win the Stars, 
r 
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Heroic Virtue is by Action ſeen, 
And Vices ſerve to make it keen; 
And as Gigantich Tyrant: riſe, 
NASSAU'S and ANNA'S leave the Skies, 
The Earth-born Monſters to chaſtiſe ; 
While Cerberus and Hydra grow 
For an Atcives, or s MARLBOROUGH, ' 


” . 
4 1 y ge A 6 m Jn 
- « * F * * ? , 
. v 
. 1 


Ir, Heay'nly Maſe, you burn with a Deſire 

To praiſe the Man whom all admire; 

come from thy learn'd Caftalian Springs, 

And ſtretch aloft thy Pegaſein Wings: | 1 
Strike the loud Pindarit Strings. * 56) 
Like the Lark, ho Dare where ON rich 
And as you fail the liquid Skies, 

Caſt on * Menapien Fields your weeping a ads 

For weep they ſurely nu, 0 + 
Jo ſee the bloody am Sdtrifices i - * ot | 
To think hop the E Duff,” 
Which, with 3 1 og 

Was once the Limbs bf Captains, brave and juſt, 

The Mortal Part of ſome great DE MI-GOD; i: 

Who for thricefifty' Vears of ſtubborn War, 

With ſlaught' ring Arms the Gun and ne 2 

Have dug 1 dot r, 

And fell as Martyrs on Record, an dn. A 17 

oOf Tyranny reveng d. — 3 


* The Manaru were the ancien Inhabitants " riches 
vi. See, 


Toi 
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VI. 


See, where at Audenard, with Heaps of Shin, 
Th' Heroic Man, inſpir dly brare. 
Mowing acroſs, beſtrews the Plain, 

Jad with arp TRE ERIN © 

He Mind eek OE” 

His Looks as chearfully ference, 
The routed Battle to purſue, 


g * * 


At once adorn'd the Paphian Dnten,  ' 


When to her Thracian Paramaur the flew. 


125 


The gath'ring Troops be kens em Hrn. 
And with a nene Paſſion and Delight. OE 2450 WW» 


Courting the War, and glowing for the Fight; - 


5 


The new Salmonens meets the Celtic Thundever: ' ALY. 


Ah, curſed Pride! InfernaF Dream! 
Which drove A to this wild Extream, 
That Daf a Deity ſhould fem: 

Be thought,: as theo? t 


With ratt ling Braſs, and zrampling N 
Should counterfeit th' inimitable Farce 


And will too ſurely be f Ln we 


of Divine Thundere Hortld Crime. . = ' 
But Fengeance is the Child of , 1 * 


3 


gory. © 
'wond'ring Streets S 
Th be? Mikey'or woreal Gol +: n 25 1 en 


dx 3 


TILES 


On his profane devoted fed, © 2 
en ge vi. 
Who durſt affront the Fay N aber n — 


| And their eternal Flames — Nen 


Too fatal, brandiſh'd by the Rightful Jove, 
Or PAaLLas, who ſupplies his Place, 
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* 
* % 1 * 


The Britiſh Pallas! who, as * HotEx's dd 
7 For her loy'd Digmepe, ans Hf : 
Her Here's Mind with Wiſdom fills, 
And Heav/nly Courage in his Heart infill... au wil 
Hence thro' the thickelt Squadrons, does he ride, is 
With ANNA's Angels by his Side. 
With what uncommon Speed 
He ſpurs his foaming, fiery Steed! .:,. 1 
And puſhes,on.thro! midmoſt Fires, ; 8 NY 
Where France's Fortune with her — 
Now here, now there, the /weepy\Rain-flies.y - 
+ As when: the: Pleiages n anon nt wane 
The Southern Wins tins a e „ 


* 
- * 


= 


„ 
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* Hourn, in his Filth PTY F bit 105 Ty to 4 
Wonders beyond the Power of Man, ' Beginning, 
that PALLAS had peculiarly. reed NE de * 


+ K tas prope qualii nds Anne I. 
Exercet Auſter, Pleiadum Sas ang bY 
Scindente Nubes, impiger Haim i 1 
Vexare Tur mas, & fremantem” ?? 114 
Mittere Equum me dios per Ignes.. vis mY 052 li be; 
Sic tauriformis volvitur , Aufidus, sm, 
Qi Regna Dani pr efluit e 5 


Cum ſavit, horrendam ques cultir 
Diluview meditatur Au 
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They, mutt'ring o'er the Deep, buffets th* uu Brine, 
Till Clouds and Water ſcem to join, 3 
Or as a Dyke cut by maliciaus Hands, - __ 
O'erflows the fertile Netherlands; - e 
Thro' the wide Yawn, rn ws 
Laviſh of his new Liberty, 
Beſtrides the Vale, and with tumultuous Noife, _ 
| Bellows along the delug d Plain. So 
Deſtructive to the rip'ning Grain, ' © | 
Far as th' Horizow'he deſtroys, © : 
Th weeping dete roman Hil bile he wary Bj | 


VIII. 


So rapid flows th wnpriſon'd Stream 
So ſtrong the Force of MIN DELHII NT! 
In vain the Woods of Audmard 
Would ſhield the Gaul, a fenceleſs Guard. 
As ſoon may Whirſ-winds be with-held, 
As his Paſſage o'er the Scheld, 
In vain the Torrent would oppoſe, 
In vain arm Banks, and num'rous Foes, 
Who with inglorious Haſte retire, 
Fly faſter than the River flows, 
And ſwifter than our Fire. 
Fmdeſne from tar upbraide their nimble asm 
And pleads his Royal Maſter's Fame. | 
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X By Conper's mighty Ghoſt, he cries, 
| By Turenxe, LuxemBuRGH, and all 
Thoſe noble Souls, who fell a Sacrifice dc 
At * Lens, at Fleurus, and at Landen Fight, 
Stop, I conjure you, your ignominious Flight; 
But Fear is deaf to Honowns Call. 
Each frowning Threat and ſoothing _ 
Is loft in the preg Air. | 
As well he may 
The Billows of the Cats ſtay, 
While Cnunch, like a driving Wind, 
Or high Spring-Tide, purſues behind, 
And with redoubled Speed urges their forward Way, 
| IX. | 
Nor leſs, 8 7 
Thou ſecond Thunder-bols of War ! | 
Partner in Danger and in Fame; | 
With MazLsozoucn's, the Winds ſhall bear 
To diſtant Colonies, thy conqu'ring Name, 
Nor ſhall my Muſe forget to ſing 
From Harmony what Bleſſings ſpring : 
To tell how Death did enviouſly repine, - 
To ſee a Friendſhip ſo divine; | 
When in a Ball's deſtroying Shape ſhe paſt, 
And Pe threaten'd Brow at laſt: - 


* Near this Place the Prince of Coups gave the — 


4 very great Querthroay, 1 TO 


here 


EF. 


2 
3 


2 e. 


= 
oo a 
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But durſt not touch that Sacred Bran. 
Where the Concerns,of Exrope reign 3 z 
For ſtrait ſhe. bow d her ghaltly: Head ne 27 10 
She faw the Mark of Heav/n, and fled.” l be 
s cruel Buxxnus once inſulting Gaul, 

When he, at Allia's fatal Flood, 

Had fill'd the Plains with Roman Blood. 

With conſcious Awe farſook the Capital. 
here Jovx, Revenger of Profaneneſa, ſtood... 


„X. n 
But where the God and Brave conamand, 
hat Capitol, what Caſtle can withſtand? 
Virtue, as well as Gold, can paſs - 
= Thro' Walk of Stone, und Tow of Braſs. 
5 LE, like 4 Miſtreſs, had been courted long. 
dd always yielded to the Bold and Young; 
he faireſt Progeny of Vans Art, | 
'Till Saror's warlike Prince withſtood 
r frowning Thunders, and thro' Seas of Blood 
the bright Darling from th'old Tyrant's Heart. 
ch * Buds ſaw him, when proud + Arri fell. 
Unbapyy, Valiant Infidel ! 7M 


— Share is the that D 
which Buda r taken. ry & 2 


* was Baſſau of the City, and le his Life on the 


Viczu GERLT LA Ton rl. 


4 . _” Bo <a ns.” 


| never happen d (0 great and ſo terrible a Derain #8 th 
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Surrender d up his haughty Breath, 


err eee 
And e eee e Death; 


XI. 
Such * Hanscnanes Fiel beheld him in his Boom 
When victory beſpoke him for her'own, 
Her Favourite, Immortal Son, 
And told of better Years revolving on the Loom: 
How he ſhould make the Twhiſh Creſcent wane, 
And choak 5 Tibiſcus with the Slain ;: / 
While Viziers lay beneath the lofty Ple 
Of ſlaughter d Baſſaws, who o'er Baſſaus roll d, 
And all his num rous Acts ſhe told, N 
From Latiau Carpi down to Flandrian L 16 EB. 


N 
* 


* This was the fatal Battle to the Turks in the 
1687. Prince Eucene, with the Regiments of his Briga 
waz the firſt that enter d the Trenches; and for that Rea 
had the Honour to be the firſt . 1 
to the Emperor. 


8 This Battle dns fought on the 1 0th o Ocube, 165. 
er here Prince Evcene commanded in Chief ; in which, tim 


ww I if > A %., ws 


M- 
= 2 


Qttoman Army, which fell upon the principal Command 
more than the common Soldiers ; ah no leſs than fifteen fab 


Gus ( for of which had been Viziers of the Bench) 6. 
bled, dal the Ene, vie 


Whet 
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K 
Labour for Envy and a Muſe: 
Where, with her rattling Trumpet's Sound, 
Fame ſhould ſhake the Hills around; 


rgu'd each Inch of that important Ground. 
So much in Virtue's Scale 
True Valour Numbers can out-do, - 


d Thouſands are but Cyphers to a Few. 


XII. 


„wich open Arms, receives # h 
Heroes who thro' Viriae's Temple pe; = 
And ſhow'rs down Lawrels from Above, 
On thoſe whom Heav'n and ANNA love. 
And ſome, nor ſparingly, the throws 
For the young Eagles, who could try 
The Faich and Fudgment of the Sky, 
And dare the Sun with fteady Eye, 


| 
| 


I ; 
Hanover, Brunſwige's ſecond Grace, f 
ſcendant from a- long Imperial Race. 
Muſe directs an unaffeted Flight, 

i propheſies, from ſo ferene a Morn, _ 

To what clear Glories he is born, © 

= blazing with a full Ades Light, | 


tal Brink Hemi wr; 


zould tell how WEB B, nigh woody Wneudale, 


vp S , 


For Hanover's and kruſts Brows, 8 0 15 - 


— 
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When Mars ſhall lay e Tirgerdor, 
And he, (fince Death will never ſpare ' 
The Good, the Pious, and the Fair) / 
In his ripe Marveſ of Renow nun, 
Shall after his Great Father ſit, 
(It Heav'n fo long a Life permit? y 
And having ſwell'd the flowing Tide 


Of Farfie, which be in Arms ſhall get, 


The Purchaſe of an honeſt Seat, % 6 wad 
Shall afe in my Seas Britannia's Veſſe] guide, 


XIII. 


Britannia s Veſſel, which in ANNA's Reign, | 


ru 


And prudent Pilorr, enjoys 


0 ay A, 


The Tempeſi which the Warld Tltroys, 2 * 


And rides triumphant, oer the ſubject Main, Jod: ©: 
O may ſhe foon a quiet Harbour gain! Rs nd 


And ſure the promis'd Hour is . 
W ben in ſoft Notes the peareful Dre. 


Shall fil the Trumpet apd the Dumm. 


Shall play whit Gods and Men Held.” | . 
And firike Relons's My tek Dun _— WR 


[7 . i 4 
When War, by Parents curs'd, Lok . — BOY 


Unbuckle his bright Helmet, and 1 
His weary'd Limbs, fit on his idle er : * - 


With Scars of Honour plow'd 1 upon hl Breath LOA 


2 1 


But if the Gallic Pharaob's dubborn Heart 0 
Grows freſh for Puniſhment, and ay hardens a, 1 
Prepar'd for th' irrecoverable ; W. . ed 


e Eta | 
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Thy Forces, ANNA, like a Flood, ſhall Wljm 
meh J | 

His famiſh'd deſolated Realm; a 

And all the Sons of Pharamond in vain 
(Who with diſhoneſt Envy fee 
The ſweet forbidden Fruits of diſtant Liberty) a 
Shall curſe their rigid Salic Law, and wiſh a Female Reigs, 


XIV. 


A FEMALE REIGN like thine, 

O ANN 4, Britiſh Heroine! 
To thee afflicted Empires fly for Aid, 
Where'er Tyrannic Standards are diſplay d, 
From the wrong d [ber to the threaten'd Rhine. 
Thee, where the Golden-ſanded Tagus flows 
Beneath fair e Lupo Nele .., _ 
The trighted, Infos cul”! WI 
Thee, thy who drink the Saw, \ with abet 
Who plow 1e Fidds, en 
To give 2 hs 
hee, Gallis, mournful furyive Fate 
Of ber fall'n Grandeur, and departed State, 

By fad Experience taught. to own, 
That Virtue is a ſafer Way to riſe, 

A ſhorter Paſſage to the Skies, 

Than Pelion, upon Oſſa thrown: 


* The old Name of Lizbon, ſaid to 6e built by Uuyazns; 


Y 


For 


Fs \ 


— 
* 
— 1 — 
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For they, who by deny'd Attempts preſume 
To reach the Starry Thrones, become 
Sure Food for Thunder, and condemn'd to how! - 
.- In ins, or in + Arima to roll, : 
; By an inevitable Doom, - 
Gain bt an higher Fl» Ms ee Tod, 


" + Two Mountains where hne, 141 . 


1 
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By the Da of BUCKINGRAMENIAS. 


— 1 


F Things · in which Mankind does moſt excel, | 
Nature's chief Maſter-piece is Writing «well 
And of all Sorts of Writing, none there are 
That can the leaſt with Poerry compare: 

No Kind of. Wark requires ſo nice a Touch ; 

And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much. FF 1 
But Heav'n forbid we ſhould be ſo profane, ; 
To grace the Vulgar with that facred Name, 

'Tis not a Flaſh of Fancy, which ſometimes, 
PDanling our Minds, ſets off the lighteſt Rhymes * 
Night as a Blaze, but in a Moment done; 

ue Wit is everlaſting, like the Sun; 


- 
= © a - 
4 > 
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Which, tho ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all adniir'd, . 
Numbers, and Rhyme, and that harmonious Sound | 
Which never does the Ear with harſhneſs wound. 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar Arts; 

For all in vain theſe ſuperficial Parts 

Contribute to the Structure of the whole, 
Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul: 

A Spirit, which inſpires the Work throughout, 

As that of Nature moves the World about: 

A Heat, which glows in ev'ry Word that's writ; 
Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than i; 

It ſelf unſeen, yet all Things by it ſhown, 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none. 

Where doſt thou dwell ? What Caverns of the Brain 
Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty Thing contain? 

When I, at idle Hours, in vain thy Abſence mourn, 


O where doſt thou retire?” And why doſt thou return 


Sometimes with pow'rful Charms to hurry me away 
From Pleaſures of the Night, and Bus'neſs of the Day? 
E'en now, too far tranſported, I am fain 

To check thy Courſe, and uſe the nęedful Rein 

As all is Dullneſs, when the Fancy's bad; 

So, without Judgment, Fancy is but mad; 

And Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 

Not only in the Choice of Words or Senſe, 

But on the World, on Manners, and on Men: 

Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen. 

Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful Part, 


Which gains the Head, while t'other wins the Heart. 


Here 


* * 


* 
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Here I ſhould all the various Sorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe : 
But who that Task can after Horace do? 
The beſt of Maſters and Examples too 
Ecchoes at beſt; all we can fay is vain, 
Dull the Defign, and fruitleſs were the Pain. 
'Tis true, the Antients we may rob with Eaſe; 
But who with that fad Shift himſelf can pleaſe? 
Without an Actor's Pride, a Player's Art 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd Part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 
And new Abſurdities inſpire new Thoughts. 
What Teed has Satyr, then, to live on Theft, 
When ſo much freſh Occaſion ſtill is lett ? 
Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilas breeds. 
But hold, the Fools ſhall have no Cauſe to fear; 
Tis Wit and Senſe that is the Subject here. 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure, 
And thoſe who are ſo, will cen this endure, 


Firſt then of Soncs, which now ſo much abounds 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found; 
A molt offenſive Weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againſt Apollo's Laws. 
Tho' nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no Part 
Of Poetry requires a nicer Art; 
For as in Rows of richeſt Pearl there lies 
Many a Bletniſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 


G 2 Tue 
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- The leaſt of which Defects is plainly ſhown 

In ſome ſmall Ring, and brings the Value down : 
So Song ſhould be to juſt Perfection wrought ; 
Yet where can we ſee one without a Fault ? 
Exact Propriety of Words and Thought, 
Expreſſion eaſy, and the Fancy high, 

Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly ; 
No Words tranſpos d, but in ſuch Order all, 


As, tho' hard wrought, may ſeem by Chance to fall, 


Here, as in all Things elſe, is moſt unfit 
Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit: 
Snch nauſeous Songs by a late Author made, 

| Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade. 

Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting Joy, 
Can ſhock the Chaſfeſt, or the Niceft cloy ; 

But Words obſcene, too groſs to move Deſire, 

Like Heaps of Fuel, do but choak the Fire. 

On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 
Here palls that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 


Next, Erzcy, of ſweet but ſolemn Voice, 
And of a Subject grave, exacts the Choice; 
The Praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains; 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains. 
In vain, alas! for who, by Wit, is mov'd ? 
That Phœnix She deſerves to be beloy'd. 
But noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic Sex. 
This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew, 

Tihe Many raiſe the Value of the Few. 
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But here, as all our Sex too oft have try d, TER 
Women have drawn my wand'ring Thoughts aſide. 
Their greateſt Fault, who in this Kind have writ, 
Is not defect in Words, nor Want of Wit: | 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 
And ev'ry Couplet be with Fancy fill'd, : 
If yet a juſt Coherence be not made, 
Between each Thought, and the whole Model hid 
So right, that ev'ry Step may higher riſe, 
Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skies: 
Trifles, like ſuch, perhaps of late have paſt, 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never lat. 
Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will; 
But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill; 
No & Panegyric, nor a 5 Cooper's Hill. 


A higher Flight, and of a happier Farce, 
Are Opzs, the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe, 
That bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no Reſt, 
But foams at Mouth, and moves like one poſleſt, 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir d | 
With Fury too, as well as Fancy fi- d. 


lad he with Nature join'd the Rules of Art; 
But ill Expreſſions ſometimes gives Allay 
To that rich Fancy which can ne er decay. 
Tho! all appear in Heat and Fury done, 

The Language ſill muſt ſoft and eaſy run; 


* Waller. ß Denham, 
, V3 


CowLey might boaſt to have perform'd this Part. 


1.39 


; 
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Theſe Laws may ſeem a little too ſevere; 

But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there; 
Which, tho? extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
And makes the Work much eaſier than it ſhows.. 


Of all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find, 
To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 
SarixE well writ has moſt ſucceſsful proy'd, 

And Cures, becauſe the Remedy is lov'd. 

*Tis hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, 
Without repeating Things {aid oft before. * 
Some vulgar Errors only we remove, 

That ſtain a Beauty which ſo much we love. 

Ot well.choſe Words ſome take not Care enough, 
And think they ſhould be, as the Subject, rough. 
This Poem muſt be more exactly made, 

And ſharpeſt Thoughts in ſmootheſt Words convey d. 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 

As if their only Bus'neſs was to rail: 
But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a cold. 
Rage you muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down; 
A Satyr's Smile is ſharper than his Frown: © 
So, while you ſeem to flight ſome Rival Youth, 
Malice itſelf may ſometimes paſs fer Truth. 
The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, 
Crown'd by + Mac-Fleckno with immortal Bays; 


7 


* 
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* Myr. Dryden. | 
+ 4A famous Satyrical Poem of his an Mr. Shadwell. 


Tho 


— 
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Thoꝰ prais d and puniſh'd for another's + Rhymes, 


His own-deſerve as great Applauſe ſometimes. 
But once his Pegaſus has born dead Weight, $ 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh Miniſters of State. 

Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend my Cares awhile, 
A greater Enterprize attends thy Toil. I 
As ſome young Eagle that deſigns to fly 

A long unwonted Journey thro” the Sky, 
Conſiders all the dangerous Way before, 
Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar; 


Doubts her own Strength ſo far, and juſtly fears 


That lofty Road of airy Travellers: 

But yet incited by ſome fair Deſign, | 
That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry Feather, views herſelf with Care, 
At laſt reſolv d, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air. 
Away ſhe flies, fo ſtrong, fo high, ſo faſt, 
She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt, 


So (but too weak for ſuch a weighty Thing) 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper Note to fing : - | 
And why ſhould Truth offend; when only told 
To guide the Ignorant, and warn the Bold? 
On then, my Muſe, advent'roully engage 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 


4 4 Copy of Verſes, called, An Eſſay on Satire, 
Mr. Dryden was both A 
Innocent, but Ignorant of the whole Matter, 


$ The Hind and Panther. 
hes 8 2 


I 


4r 


\ 


only 
The 


for eohich 
plauded and Beaten, tb 


Fd 


142 Miſcellanerus PoE M. 


v 
The Unities of Action, Time, and Place, B) 
Which, if obſerv'd, give PLavs ſo great a Grace, " 
Are, tho' but little practis d, too well known 4 
To be taught here, where we pretend alode * 
From nicer Faults to purge the preſent Age, 
Leſs obvious Errors of the Engliſh Stage. T 
Firſt then, Scliloquies had need be few. * 
Extreamly ſhort, and ſpoke in Paſſion too; A 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want A 
Ot others, make the Pit their Confident : O 
Nor is the Matter mended yet, if thus N 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us. Fr 
Th'Occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, Sc 
As when * BxLLARIO confeſſes all. | Pt 
Yar} Ot 
Figures of Speech, which Poets think & fine, v. 


Art's needleſs Varniſh, to make Nature ſhine, 


but Paint upon a beauteous Face, — 

And in Deſcription only claim a Place: Ge 

© - But to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, Fo 
From Lovers in Deſpair fine Things to force, O\ 
Muſt needs ſucceed; for who can chuſe but pity T} 

A dying Hero miſerably witty? . Th 
But oh | the Dialogues, where Jeſt and Mock PL Th 
Is held up, like a Reſt at Shittle-cock ! Fir 

Or Uſe, like Bells, eternally they chime; u 
They Sigh in Simile, and die in Rhime, Th 


* 1» Philſtr, „ Play of Beaumont and Fletcher; 


| Vi 


- 
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What Things are theſe, who would be Poets thought, 
By Nature not inſpir d, nor Learning taught? 

Some Wit they have, and therefore may deſerve 

A better Courſe than this, by which they ſtarve. 

But to write Plays! why, tis a bold Pretence 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence: 

Nay more, for they muſt look within to find 

Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the Mind. 
Without this Part, in vain would be the Whole, 
And but a Body all without a Soul. 

All this together yet is but a Part, 
Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful Art, 

Now almoſt loſt, which the old Gracian knew, 2 
From whom the Roman: fainter Copies drew, þ 
Scarce comprehended, fince but by a few. | 
Pra ro and Lucian are the beſt Remains 

Of all the Wonders which this Art contains: 

Yet to ourſelves we Juſtice muſt allow, 
SHAKESPEAR and FLETCHER are the Wonders how. 
Conſider then, and read them o er and o'er, 

Go ſee them play d, then read them as before; 

For tho' in many Things they groſly fail, 

Over our Paſſions till they fo prevail, Ty 

That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep; 

The Dull are.forc'd to feel, the Wiſe to. weep. . 

Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults; - | | 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts; a 
Turn it with Time a thouſand ſeveral Ways: - 

This oft alone has giv'n Succeſs to Plays. 


G5 Ren 


Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 


m Ul Poatsfo, will one poor Fop devour ; 
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Reject that vulgar Error, which appears 

So fair, of making perfect Character: 

There's no ſuch Thing in Nature, and you'll draw . 

A faultleſs Monſter, which the World ne'er ſaw. 

Some Faults muſt be, that his Misfortunes drew, © 

But ſuch as may deſerve Compaſſion too. 

Beſides the main Deſign compos d with Art, 

Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart. 

Contrive each little Turn, mark ev'ry Place, 

As Painters firſt chaulk out the future Face : 

Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this; 

But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 

Think not ſo much where ſhining Thoughts to phce, 

As what a Man would fay in ſuch a Caſe. 


The Player too, muſt be before your Eyes; 
And tho' 'tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 
To him you muſt your utmoſt Meaning ſhow. 


Expoſe no fingle Fop ; but lay the Load: 
More equally, and ſpread the Folly broad. 
The other Way is vulgar; oft we ſee 

The Fool derided by as bad as he. 

Hawks fly at nobler Game; in this low Way 


A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 


But to collect, like Bees, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
Jagredicnts to compoſe that precious Juice, 
Which ſeryes the World for Plaſure and for Uſe, 


Miſcellaneous P ot Ms;. © 145 
In ſpite of Faction, this would Favour get; 


But * FaLsTAFF ſeems inimitable yet. 


Is, when the Wit of ſome great Poet ſhall, 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That all his Fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each, by Inſpiration, breaks his Jeſt. 

If once the Juſtneſs of each Part be loſt, 

Well may we laugh, but at the Poet's Coſt. 
That filly Thing Men call Sheer-Wit, avoid. 
With which our Age ſo nauſcouſly is cloy d. 
Humour is all, Wit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper Thought. 

But ſince the Poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their own ; 
The better by Example to convince, 
Caſt but a View on this wrong Side of Senſe, 


Another Fault which often does bed. 2 


Firſt a Soliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry Reaſon is exafily weigh'd ; 
Which once per form d, moſt, opportunely comes 
A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums, 
For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt Sight he loves, 
And all in Metaphor his Paſſion proves ; 
But ſome {ad Accident, tho” yet unknown, 
Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone. 


wa 4n adnirable Charadtr in Stakeſyea's Haxay * * 
( : 


He 


— 
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And, to oblige his Rival, needs muſt die 
Batfirſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells, 

The abſent Nymph, how muck his Flame excels, 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now 

To that dear Rival whom he does not know; 
Who ſtreight appezrs, but who can Fate withfiand Þ 
To late, alas! to hold his haſty Hand, | 
That juſt has giv'n himſelf the cruel Stroke, 

At which this yery Stranger's Heart is broke 

He more to his'new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 
Mourns ſadly mourns at being left behind; ' © © 
Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing-Charms 
To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 


How ſhameful, and what monſt'rous Things are theſe?” 


And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe ; 
Conclude us only partial to the Dead, 

And grudge the Sign of old Ben Jonnson's Head: 
When the intrinſick Value of the Stage, , 
Can ſcarce be judg'd, hut by a following Ag :e 
For Dances, Flutes, Irallan Songs, and Rhime, 
May keep up ſinking Nonſenſe for a Time. 
But that may fail, which now ſo much o'er rules; 
And Senſe no. langer will ſubmit to Fools. 


By painful Steps we are at laſb got up 
Parnaſſus Hill, on whoſe bright airy Top 
The Erie Poets fo divinely ſhow, .. 

And with j uſt Pride behold the reft below. 
_ 
'V hs 


Bf 


{ 


He ftreight grows jealous, yet we know not why x 
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Heroic Poems have a juſt Fretenes 
To be the utmoſt Reach of humane Senſe ; 

A Work of fuch ineſtimable Worth, 
There are but toro the World bus yet broaght forth, 
Homer and Vrects ; with what awful Sound © 

Do thoſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound!” 

Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 

Of Men, or rather is a two-legg'd Beaft - 

So theſe Gigantic Souls, amaz'd, we find 

As much above the reſt of human Kind, 

Nature's whole Strength united ; endleſs Fathe, 

And univerſal Shouts attend their Name. | 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, . 
For all Things elſe appear ſo dull and poor: 

Verſe will ſeem Proſe ; yet often on him look,. 

And you will hardly need another Book. 

Had + Bossv never writ, the World had ſtill, 

Like Indians, view'd this wond'rous Piece of Skill; 
As ſomething of Divine the Work ad mir d, 

Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but inſpir'd : 

But he, diſcloſing ſacred My ſteries, 
Has ſhewn where all the Magick lies. 
Deſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what Order ſown, 
That have to ſuch a vaſt Proportion grown. 
Sure from ſome Angel he this Secret knew, 
Who thro' this Labyrinth has giv'a the Clue. 


* 4 celebrated French canker who, in his Treatiſe e. 
Epic Poetry, drew all his Examples from Homes, 


But 
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But what, alas! avails it poor Mank ing. 
To ſee this promis d Land, yet ſtay behind? * 
The Way is ſhewfyn; but n. * 
Who can all Sciences exactiy know? 2 

Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Realon's Sight, - FL 
And yet has Judgment to direct it right? - - 
Whole juſt Diſcernment, Virei-like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay tos little, or too much? | 
Let ſuch a Man begin without Delay, 
But he muſt do much more than I can fay ; 
Muſt above Corax. nay, and MiLToy too, prevail, 

f; 

Succeed where e great Torquaro, and our greater, Pb. = | : 
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The Death of his Royal Highneſs os 
GEORGE of DznMaARx, 1768. 


2 
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By Josy TRA, D D. 


— — 


2 


HE N weeping Majelly thro' Clouds appears, 

Ang all Britannia s Hope diſſolves in Tears, 
Tis univerſal | Grief ; and all would ſhow 
Their Zeal to leſſen ſuch important Woe. 

= While others various Arts of Comfort uſe; * 

| Accept of mine, Great Princeſs, nor refuſe | 

W The Conſolations of th' officious Muſe, 

Who ſighs for you, and labours in his Turn, 


To heal that Sorrow) while Kingdoms mourn. 


Wu 
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With Cauſe indeed you grieve, with mighty Cauſe + 
Lament harſh Deſtiny's reſiſtleſe Law, 


When the dear Partner of our Joys and Cares A 
No more ſurvives, no more our Counſel ſhares;. - N 
No longer lives c adorn your Court, and bleſs! Si 
Your warlike Reign with all the Sweets of Peace; v. 
To heighten Fortune's Smiles, allay her Frowns, Ge 
And eaſe the long Fatignes that wait on Crowns T} 


All was harmonious; no Diſpute between 

Th ambiguous Rights of Conſort and of QUE EN. 
When mutual Tenderneſs unqueſtion d ſway d, 

And both, or neither, govern'd or obey d. 

How did the pious Royal Fair improve 

The brighteſt Patterns of Connubial Love !. 

Which till in all ſhall Admiration raiſe ; 
O! would they imitate, as well as praiſe: 


In Life's Decay, to Sickneſs forc'd to yield, 
| He ſought, tis true, no Lawrels in the Field: 

How could he then thoſe tedious Toils ſuſtain, * 
With lab'ring Lungs that-heav'd for Breath with Pain?” 
How range the thiek ning Squadrons into Form, 

Or reach thunoertain Battle when to ſtorm +: 

As when his Strength, not yet in its Decline, 

Stood firm, and gave the Hero Leave to ſhine- 

When oft renown'd in Northern Wars, he led 

His. hardy Danes, and charging at their Head. 
With ſwift Deſtruction cruſh'd-the valiant Sede; 
Reſcu'd the ſinking Brother from the Foe, 
And ſavd a King and Kingdom at a Blow. 


Fad 


Os 
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Or when he march'd with WILLI&A's Arms to join, W 
And ſhar'd with him the Glery of the Boyne. 
Nor, when retir d, did all his Labours ceaſe ;. 
Silent, but not inglorious, was his Eaſe. 

Your Realms with delegated Rule he aw'd, 
Gentle at Home, as rough and brave Abroad. 
Thus always led by Fame's or Virtue's Charms, 
An Hero ftill in Piety, or Arms. 


Tho! all theſe Honours to himſelf are due, 
Conſort to ſuch a QUE E N ! That deathleſi Name 
Shall add the brighteſt Luſtre to his Fame 3 | 
Immortalize his Glory, and out-ſhine 
All Regal Titles, but the Right Divine. 


A Prince ſo excellent you needs mult grieve- 

o loſe, but Heay'n rejoices to receive: 

cas then ze. while languiſhing you fit. 
Britannia: Genius weeping at your Feet, | 

he Buſineſs of the World ſuſpended ftands, 
rr 


So if that Part which all the Body guides, 
be leaſt Diſorder feels, the whole Machine 

5 pale without, and all untun'd within « - © 
ae 
I all the hazy Pulſes faintly beat. 


- 
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Enough to Grief you then reſign'd your Breaſt, 
Profuſe and laviſh'of your Royal Reft'; 1 
When negligent of all your Pomp and State, 
Cloſe by the gaſping Prince you penſive fate; 
Outwatch'd the Stars with wat'ry fleepleſs Eyes, 
With Vows inceſſant importun'd the Skies ; 
And vainly ſtruggling with relentleſs Death, 
Hung on his Ca 6 Lips and catch d his flying Breath, 


As much as a+ och from Deſtiny be gain d, 
Your unexampled Piety obtain d: 
Long doubtful did his lifted Hand forbeat 
The threat'ned Stroke, which hov'ring hung in Air, 
Your Pray'rs with Heav'n maintain'd a dubious Strife,” 
His Soul long fluttering on the Verge of Lite, 
And by a gradual Death at laſt fet free, 

To ſoften Fate, and ſinooth it's harſh Decree.” 


Nor weep, u if your Glory too were dend. 
And all your Joys with your lov'd Conſort fled, 
No more he holds your Pow'r in either Hand, 
One to controul the Sea, and one the Land: 
Yet Sov'reign o'er theſe les you ſtill remain, 
And in our willing Hearts triumphant reign: ' *2d; 
Yet ſtill your Fleets the liquid Empire keep. x 
And ride Majeſtick o et the boundleſs Deep. | 
Abroad your conqu'ring ans Lets 
In dreadful Grict, pernicious to your Fass. 
Soon as the News was to the Camp conrey dt. 
On Liſte's retarding Citadel employ'd, 


Murm ri 
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Murm'ring they paus d, and Tidings to enquire/, 
Vith Arms Teclin'd, and ſtopt their Storms of Fire; 

ut ſoon diſcharg'd their Fury on the Ga, 

nd pour d freſh Ruin on their ſhatter'd 8 
ARLB'ROUGH and Evucens ſtill your Thunder wield, 

n ſpite of Winter, and maintain the Field ; 

wrays victorious, they the Foe engage, 

ike Winter'Tempeſts, with redoubled Rage ; 

reaching his ſcatter'I Troops no more to dare 

To ſtand the ſweeping Whirlwind of their War, 

ir d with new Courage, farther we advance «af 

Dn hoſtile Ground, and cloſely preſs on France. 

riannia's QUEEN, and all Brizannia's Pow'rs, 

el their Bolts at Galka's haughty Tow re, 

ore terrible in Grief ; So Lightnings fly, 

Redd ning the horrid Gloom, when Clouds gbſcure theSky. 


Let all, your Conqueſis for his Death attone, | 
orget Fate's Triumphs, and improve your own. 
hiefly to you the Godlike Prince is loſt; 

ut think, oh! think, you grieve at Europe's colt, 

nd leaſt ſhould mourn him, though you loſe him moſt. 


And you, who near your weeping Sov'reign wait, 
nd ſhare the melancholy Pomp of State, 

ſe all your Female Tenderneſs, and find 
he gentleſt Arts to recompoſe her Mind : b 
or with unskilful pious Haſte increaſe 

he ſwelling Paſſion which you ſtrive to caſe z 
ut ſooth the Pain awhile, and bring Relief, 
"ith all the ſofteſt Elegance of Grief. . 


" 
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In ſad complaining Sound Sighs return, | 
And own, your QUEE word'rous Cauſe to moun. 
But then intreat her to regard our Fears, the 
And count the vaſt Expence of Reyal Tears. 


May Heav'n, and ſhe, if Heav'n eur Crimes can ſpare, 
That we implore, with anxious Fears oppreſs'd, 
Sallicitous for. That, and thoughtleſs of. the reſt, 


Sn 
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The Death of our late moſt gracious 
Sovereign Oyeen ANNE; and the 
Acceſſion of his moſt excellent Majeſty 
King GEORGE, 1714. 


Tranſlated ew the Latin of Bp. SMALRIDGE, 
By Mr. SEWELL. 


— —— 
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\ \ [ HEN her Britannia wept ELiza's Doom, 
And mourn'd with equal Tears Mazua's Tomb, 

As each deſerv'd, each equal Muſes drew, 

Nor to their Heav'n without a Poet flew ; 

out now, what bolder Wing her Fame ſhall try? 
ho follow Anxa thro'the boundleſs Sky? 

he Wars and Triumphs of a Female Reign : 


Who 
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Who Nations in eternal Leagues rehearſe, 
Nd Feser well worthy an eternal vel 


e # dual 19600 e eee 
Wadeed of dne p d Nef Ne wo 
And with a * 4 hundred tuneful Tongues return 


Thy grateful i to each Prince's Urn, An 
Do thou with proper Notes the Youth inſpire ; Th 
Breath Vs Trumpet, touch th' Hon AAN Lyre. Th 
So may thy Walls to ancient Splengor-riſc, rr Wh 
And thy Athenian Turrets mate the Skies! ? Thi 


And thou, whoſe lib ral; Hand my Fortunes rais d, And 
OQurex! forever lov'd, for ever prais'd; * 
Regitro the Ting which, ex; Finathgra rings \ 
While the Muſe ſtrikes the Elegiac String: TR 
| While Lite was thine, how much to thee I owe, 
| How plenteous did thy Stream of Bleſſings flow ? + 
O! how I grieve, for all thy Bounty gave, 

To bring this mournful Off ring to thy Grave, 


No Time ſhall ever from my Mind deface W 

Thy Looks, thy Glories, and diviner Gface. Who 

But moſt thy ancient Truth, thy pious Soul; Who 

With conſtant Glowings in thy Boſom roll; And 
The dear Remembrance ever is impreſt, | 

What Love of true Religion warm'd thy Breaſt ! : 9 

$ Pleas'd I revolve, as often as I brought | A Sc 

The 9 2 Prayer, and for the Wretched ſought : : ys 
- n 

* Chriſt-Church. - „ The Number of Students I The! 

$ He was Lord Almoner 10 Ker Majeſly. The | 
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How kind you heard, how plenteous pour d your tore 
And tho' I ask'd for much, you granted more. - 
Thus at your Sight Afflictions grew more mild, 
And Fortune loſt her Anger as you ſmil'd. 


AT 


O had but envious Death made. ſome Delay, 
And not ſo haſty ſnatch'd the Royal Prey: 
Then, ( may her Promiſes ro me be ſhown) 
Thy Muſes, Oxford, had her Bleſſings known, 
What Domes, O ſacred Mother, hadſt thou ſeen, 
The pious Gift of a religious Qur xx 
How had another Area rais'd its Head, 
And ſcornful o'er its ancient Ruins ſpread! 
What Walls had roſe! what lofty Turrets crown'd, 
Theme for thy Sons in future Days to ſound, 
But now, when here the Trav'ller turns his Eyes, 
And, ah! the great unfiniſh'd Labour ſpies; 
A double Pity riſes from his View, 
He mourns the Publick Loſs, and Oxford too. 


Who ſhall Bricamzia's falling State Tuſtain? 
Who fix the Empire of the Land and Main ? 
Who Anna's Greatneſs and her Virtues bear, 


And ſooth with equal Pity dl our Cue? 


O thou, to whom the Pious Queen refign'd * 
A Scepter equal to thy mighty Mind, | 
O come, Auſyicious ! urge thy happy Way, | 
And bleſs thy Subject with a brighter Day. =— 
The Nobles Thee, the Fathers Thee require, ö 
The People Thee, their Guardian God, defire, Pa 
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And haply, if the Care of Publick Weight 
Shall call you from the Pomp and Noiſe of State; 
3 Io taſte the Pleaſures of the Muſes Seat. 
1 Then, Mighty Prince, you better here will ſee 
What Anna left to be perform'd by Thee. 
Then better ſhall this Leys Houſe proclaim 
What Reverence ſhe paid to Axna's Name, 
While to her SuccEs50x ſhe pays the ſame, 
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Occafooned by the 4 Death of S Aux, | 


By Ter Hitt, By, ' 


Low-rifing Night had ber back Flag unfurl'd,- \ 
| And ſpread her footy Mantle o'er the World ; -- 
The waning Moon ſhed, Pale, a fickly. Light, 
And Stars ſcarce twinkled to th' enquiring Sight: 
Half the loſt Earth, by Darkneſs over · run. 


Wept, in cold Dewi, the Abſence of the Sun 


The Waves were huſh'd, the Winds forgot to rar, 


And Storms, detach'd in Breezes, coum d the Shore! 


The mix'd Creation was involy'd in Sleep, 
Fiſhes roll'd, ſlumb' ring, thro” the ſtagnate Deep 5' 
Beaſts, Birds, and Serpents, various Beds poſſeſt, 
Some in thick Woods, ſome in dat Caverns, reſt: 
Antipathies, in Common ſleep, took. Part 
Care curs'd not Thought; and Woe 
Immerg d in Reſt, my drowſy Senſes lay, 1 
And Death's proud Image practis d on my Clay; 
But, while, diſdainful of the mean Controll, 
No dull Defires invade my wakeful Soul, 
Active, th' Inſpirer, skilful to purſue, * - 
Thro' the wild Tracks of may Mem'ry flew ; 
There, ſcatter'd Images to Union brought, . 
And forms'd this yrondrous Vion to ty Thought, 


2 0 „ . * 1 
m . 1 9 . 
to ſmartt 
* a 
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1 — at Dead of deepeſt Night, ; 
. by no imm ing Spark of Remnant Light, 
Lock'd in that ancient, -venerable le. 
Which holds her ſacred Duſt, who lately bleſt our 140 
Aſcending Damp the gloomy Concave ſought, 
And hung, impriſon d, to th impervious Vault. 
While my ſhod Feet trac d ſwift the duaky Round, 
Hari Echos multiply d the trampling Sound ! 
The ſweating Stones diſtilld a noiſome Dew, 
And Earthy Seents my Death- ſed Noftrils drew! 
Cold Froſty of Fear pierc'd keen thro* ev ry Part 5 
And fhiv'ring Agues ſhook'my Ice-bound Heart; 
A hollow Wind, from whiſtling Murmurs, bore 
Its gathering Din more high, r qrrel 
The tatter'd Trophies fin d the priſon · d Air 
And W gry ors fy r 


1 
4 
I 
þ 


While find I ſtood, den un Ruwbiings near 5 

And diſtant Groans alarmd my aking Ear |  - 
Sudden, the Temple, *-ſhone with ruſhing Light, 
And new-born Tetrers -overwhem'd-my Sight ! 

| Ghoſts, from the kioFening Pavement, raiſe their Head, 
And yawning Graves difcioſe their ſhrowded Dead! 
Shot up, in Streams, a'Miſt of Spirits riſe, 
As morning Exhalations ſtreak the Skies. 
Soul-treezing Horror tingled thro' my Blood, 
Ang curdling Fear bound hart the vital Flood! 


* Weminſter-dbbey.. 
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Vnbending Nerves their dying Vigour loſt,” 1 
And drooping Life farce hed her dangerom bs: 


Large Drops of Sweat from every Finger bed. = 
And all the Frame of Nature ſhook with Dread. 


From the Eaſt End, where mouldring Monarchs lie; 
And Worms, luxuriant, feaſt on Royalty; 5 
Where each proud Tomb ſome Duſt of Princes boaſts; — 
There marches out a Troop of Sovereign Ghoſts! 
Each, in his Shadowy Hand, a Scepter brings, 

Th' acknowledg'd Mark of Power in living Kings! | 

A glitt ring Diadem each Forchead wore; + 
Their Robes traifd looſe, and ſwept the honour'd Floor! | 
With flow, and lately Stride, the Monarchs tread, 

And ev'ry Meaner Spirit bows Its Head! -— 
In foremoſt Rank, as lateſt known to Fame, 

The grave-brow'd Ghoſt of aweful AN came? 
Calm, and Serene, the ſilent Walks they racks 

And halt, regardful, at each folemn Place. 

Viſit each Tomb, and in myſterious State, 11 
Hail the dry Remnant: of the waſted Grear. eee 


This Pomp of Death, thus wore half Ne res | 
And came, at length, where Dusan Body lay z | 
There Anna ſtaid, and looking careful round, 

With ſhadowy Scepter touch d the conſcious Ground: 
'Tis firange, the Gigh'd, that he, whom molt I bleſt, 
Has never thank'd me, fince I came to Reſt! 2 


The willing Ghoſt his marbly Fetters broke, 
And roſe up, . u the pow rful Stole: 
Ha 
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- An Air of Sorrow bent his ſerious Head 
© His Eyes ſome ſeeming Tears, reluctant, ſhed: +, 


Wirk folded Arms, and diſcontented Lokk. 
Thrice, bow'd he, gently, and thus, . ſpoke; 


Hail! Happy Shade ! reſt here, unforc'd to reign, 

Nor toil, to ſave a ſtubborn Land, in vin. 

How did juſt Pity ſweeten thy Controll 

How didſt thou ſtrain thy Virtue-propping Soul ! 

How didſt thou wiſh th' unfiniſh'd Courſe to run, 

And act, in Will, what Power has left undone !, 

For this, fince Death, Detraction wounds thy Fame: 

And inſolent Reproach corrodes thy Name. 

- Ungrateful People ! —Unrepenting State! 
, aſt thou, O Queen! deferv/d th' ungentle Fate? 


He card: —Each lining Monarch ſhook his Head) 
While ſhe, to whom he ſpoke, thus anſwering, faid. 
O Denmark ! wonder not at Ills like thoſe, 
AnciLs, if crown d in Kol aD, wou'd have Foes. 
Deſert, like mine, with living Glories paid. 
Can fear no Scandal, when become a Shade, 
If ought's left wanting to my People's Prayer, 
Mourn not th unfiniſh'd Progreſs of my Care: 
When Princes ſome wiſh'd Good, in vain, purſue; 
By them not done, tis left for Heav'n to do! = 
Let us, in Peace, enjoy our filent Bed, 4 
Truth GO when ſhe ſerves the pd. 
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be Wavin. Dax. 


© By the | Same. , 


Was 3 when the Clouds undrawn; 

Expos'd, in naked Charms, the waking Dawn; 
When Night-faPn Dews, by Days warm Courtſhip won, 
From reeking Roſes climb d to kiſs the Sun; | 
Nature, new-blofſom'd, ſhed her Odours round? 4. 
The Dew-bent Primroſe kiſi'd-the'breeze-ſwept Ground: ;- 
The watchful Cock had thrice proclaim'd the Day, 
And glimm'ring Sunbeams, taintly forc'd their Way : 
When, join d, in Hand, and Heart, to Church we went, 
Mutual in Vows, and Priſoners by Conſent. | 
AuREL14's Heart beat high, with mix'd Alarms; 
But trembling Beauty glow'd with double Charms: 
In her ſoft Breaſt a modeſt Struggle roſe, * 
How ſhe ſhou'd ſeem to like the Lot ſhe choſe: 0 
A Smile, ſhe thought, wou'd dreſs her Looks too gay, 
A Frown might ſeem too fad, and blaſt the Day» — * 
But while nor This, nor That, her Will cou'd bow. | 
She walk d, -and - Jock, andcharia'd end know not how 

Ml 


Our Haods, at length, te unchanging Fior bl. 
And our glad Souls ſprung out to greet the Sound. | 
Hs Joy” - | 
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Joys, meeting Joys, unite, and ſtronger ſhine ; | 
For Paſſpp, purity'd,. grows half Divine: :: 
Avira, thou art mine, I cry „-d he 77 
Sightd foft--Now, Dames, Thou art Lord of 


Bot wilt thou, whiſper'd ſhe, the Knot now ty d 
Which only Death's keen Weapon can divide, 
Wilt thou, ſtill mindful! of thy Raptures paſt, 

Permit the Summer of Love's Hope to laſt? 

Shall not cold Wintry Frofts come on too ſoon? 
Ah, fay! What means the World by Howey-Moon ? 

If we fo ſhort a Space our Bliſs enjoy, * 
What Toilsdoes Love for one poor Month emplo 7! 

Women thus us d, like Bubbles, blown with Air, 

Owe to their outward Charms 2 Sun · gilt Glave-:  - 

Like them, we glitter to the diſtant Rye, 

But, graſp'd, like them, we do but weep und 1 


9 > uu wu wmymrT 


8 02 


Leſt more, faid I. thou ſhoud'ſt profunc the Bliſy, 
Tu feal thy dang'rous Lips, with this cloſe Kilo: 
Not thus, the Heav'n of Marriage Hopes blaſphemel' f/ 

But learn, from me, to ſpeak on this loy'd Theme - | 
There have been Wedlock Joys of Ritt decay, ' 
Linke Lightning, ſcen at once, and fhotuway 2 
But Theirs were Hopes, which, all unfit to pair, 


Like Fire and Powder, kiſ#d, and flaſt'd'to Air! 
Thy Soul and mine, by mutual Courtſhip won, n ee 
Meet like two mingling Flames, and make but s. 
Union of Hearts, not Hands, does wr cones Þ 

| nes re + 
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our growing Days Increaſe of Joy ſhall know, p 
And thick. on Comforts leave no Room for Wor... ** 
I, the ſtrong Elm, will prop thy Beauties falt; N 
Thou ſhalt ſtrow Sweets, to ſoften Lite's rough Way ; 
And, when hot Paſſions my proud Wiſhes ſway, : 
Thou, like ſome Breeze, ſhalt in my Boſom play. 
Thou, for Protefion, ſhalt on me depend, 
And I, on thee, for a ſoft, faithful Friend. 
I, in Aurelia, ſhall for ever view, 
At once, my Care, my Fear, my Comfort, too | 
Thou fhalt Fyſ Partner in my Pleaſures be, 
But all my Pains ſhall, L, be known to thee. 


: 

Avnttia heard, and view'd me with a Smile 

| Which ſeem d, at once, to cheriſh and revile . 
o God of Love! the cry'd, —What Jays were thine, - 

It all Life's Race were Wedding Days, like mine! 
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W“ in the Mall, my Cera ſhone, 
4 And drew u eng Word i 
A wanton Gnat cane buzzing on, 
To gambol in her Blaze. © 
| * '$ H. 

Faliven'd by her lueid Beams, = 

And urging Bliſs too nighz | 
Th ' attraQtive Beauty's powerful Strang, | 
nnn 1 
| We 1155 
The glowing Orb, fiſt catching Fire. 
No Heat was mix d with Light; 
The Wings, that durſt ſo high aſpire, 
She rubb'd to Duſt in Spite. 
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Meas while, the Gesel Sight hone dim, 
Her Sun thro' Miſts appears; 
Moiſt Anguiſk roſe above the Brim; 


X 2,4 v. X 
O Gnat! too Happy l. thus too die! 


My Carl weeps thy Fate 
Sbe kills me. me, every Day, ** 


No Pity can create. - 


VL = 


Myfterious Sex! by Cuſtom led, 
Mere Trifles moſt to prize! 
O Truth, to turn a Lover's Head! 
| They Murder Mey, and weep for Flies. 
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SU SANNAHE 


AND THE | 
Two ELDERS 
* "an Imitation of 0 H avers. 
, b By Mr. PA r 0 R, WS 


ATR Suſan did her Wifchode well maintayne, 
| ( Algates aſſaulted fore by Laachers twayne. 


Now, an' I read aryghte that auncient Song, 
The Paramours were Olde, the Dame was Yong. 


Had thilke ſame Tale in other guiſe been told, 
Had they been Yong, (pardie) and The been Olde, 


| Sweet Jeſu ! that had been much ſorer Tryale 


Full maryaillous, I wot, were ſuch Denyalel 
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The Sax Attempted i in « Molom 
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HEN Fair Suſannah, Cd nds? 


Of ſhady Arbours ſhunn'd the ſultry Heat, 
= wanton Letcherato, * r | | 


= Female Strength could do, her Arms form. 
And guarded' well the Fort they ſtrove as 
The Story's antient, and (i rightly told) J. 


Young was the Lady, W = 4 


— ˙ had Amthors-ang; \ 
How that the Dems ln e 1s 
If the had then the blooming Pair deny'dy 1 (4? 
With tempting Youth and Vigour on their Side. 
Lord l. how the Stary would have fhock'd- my Cr! 
Far that had bern e Miracle indead- If) i Kr 
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HE a fs, what few vain Marbles can, 
May truly fay, l 5 
Fader rein BH nt 1 | 
Whom Heav'n kept wet Gem the ron end Great: 
Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 
Content with Science in the Arms of 
Calmly he look'd on either Life, and Hers 

Saw nothing to regret, nor There to fear; 

From Nature's temp rate Feaſt roſs ſatisfy d, va 
nnen be bad Lind, en that bra. 


Troy 


Mr. Fenton, 1738. 
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3 why y * 
R ——— 
yEAVEN, meanly wich — 
But Ca ro, rather than ſubmit, N 4 7 
Ros couk on. 
The Gods were Psd to chuſe the conquering Side 
But Caro thought he, conquer'd when he dul. 
STEPNEY. 
The Gods and Caro, did in this divide; 


They choſe the Conquering, he the conquers Side; _ - 


Dr. Locxi#arrt. 
The Gods eſpous d and crown'd the Victor Side, 
But for the Vanquifh'd Caro fought and dy d. 
Mr. CAMPBELL. 
The Partial Gods, eſpous'd the Victor Side, 
But Juſter Caro for the Vanquiſh'd dy'd. 
Mr. Rowe. 
| Juſtly to name the better Cauſe were hard, - 
While greateſt Names for either Side declar'd, 
Viftorious-Casar, by the Gods was crown'd, 
The Vanquiſh'd Party was by Cato nd. 
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| The. P ROSPECT. 
Whitten in the Chiosk at Pera, overlook- 
iti Conſtantinople, Dec. 20, 171 1 
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— Great God; 4x 8, Kue pam, I's 
In mmer ſhady; and in Winter warn: © 4 
Where a clear Spring gives Birth unto 2 Brook; 
By Nature gliding down a moſſy Rock; 0 
Not artfully in Leden Pipes convey d. ? 


po 
3 
a 
: 


Or greatly falling in a fore'd Caſcade, 
Pure, and unſully d, winding thro? the Shade. 

All bounteous Heav'n has added to my Pray'r, 
A fofter Climate, and a purer Air, | 
Our frozen Iſle * now chilling Winter binds; 
Deform'd by Rains, and rough. with bluſtering Winds 
The wither'd Woods grown white with heary Froſt, 
By driving Storms their yerdant beauty loſt. 
The trembling Birds their leafleſs Coverts ſhun; 
And ſeek in diſtant Climes a warmer Sun: 8 
The Water · Nymphs their filenc'd Urus · deplore; 
Ev'n Thames benumm d, a River now no more. 
The barren Meadows give no more Delight ; 
By glif'ning Snow made painful to the Sight, _— 
#* ENGLAND: | 
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Here dumme reigns with one etermil Smile: 7 
Succeeding Harveſt bleſv the happy Soft: + © 
Fair fertile Fields, to which induljent Nun 

Has er ry Charm of ev'ry Seafon given:* + 1 

No killing Cold debe the benutedas Nerf 

"The pri Pen ws come Tur fry me 2120 

But, as the Parent-Roſo deciy# wid Mt e 


The Infant-Buds with brightey Colours riſe; - - 
Exch with freſh Sn the Weber Sean frrfes: * 
Near them the Violet glows, er 1 
And blooms, in more than TyriawPurple dreſt: 24 
The rich Jonquils their Goldexr Olean dfb, I. 217} 9% * 


And ſhine in Glories emulating Day: 
Their chearfaF Groves, their living Leaves natal" 
The Streams ſtil} raurmer, undefil'd by Rain, 
And growing Greens adorn the fruitful Plain : 

The warbling Birds uninterrupted fing ; 


Warm with Enjoyment of perpetual Spring: 
Here, from my Window, Tat once ſurvey. 
The crowded City and reſounding Sea: 
In diſtant Views ſee Aſian Mountains riſe, 
And loſe their ſaorvy Summits in the Skies: | 
Above theſe Mountains high Olympus tow'rs, 
The Parliamental Seat of Heav'nly Powers. 

New to the Sight, my raviſh'd Eyes admire 
Each gilded Creſcent, and each antique Spire; 
The Marble Moſques, beneath whoſe ample Domes 
Fierce warlike Sultans ſleep in peaceful Tombs: . 
Thoſe lofty Structures, once the Chriſtian Boaſt, 
Their Names, their Beauties, and their Honours lolt : 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Altars bright, with Gold, with 8 
By barb'rous Teal of Savage Foes defac'd; | vb; 
Sophia alone her ancient Sound retain, - 1 5%: 2 ba 24 
Tho unbelieving Vows, her Shrine profane - 1.4 
Where holy Saints have dy d in ſacred Cell, N 

Where Monks ap he nick Do . 

How art thou fall u, imperial City, law ?- - "iy 
Where are thy Hopes of Reman Glory now? 
| Where are thy Palaces by Prelates rais d? 

Where Prieſtly Pomp in Purple Luſtre blaz'd? 

Where Grecian Artiſts all the Skill ny Ct. * 

Before the Sciences decay d: 5 
80 vu. that youthful Knight might e 

So ſplendid, might content a Patriarch's Pride: 

Convents, where Emperors profeſs d of old, 

The labour d Pillars that their Triumphs told: 

Vain Monuments of Men, that once were Great, 

Sunk undiſtinguiſh'd in one common Fate: 

Onelittle Spot the ſmall Receſs contains,.. 

Of Greek Nobility, the Poor remains ; 

_ Whoſe modern Helens ſhew ſuch pow'rful Charms,.. 

As once engag'd, the warring World in Arms: 

Thoſe Names, which Royal Anceſtry can boaſt, 

In mean mechanick Arts obſcurely loſt. 

Theſe Eyes a ſecond Homer might inſpire; 

Fir d at the Loom, deſtroy their uſeleſs Fire- & 
Griev'd at a View which ſtrikes upon my Mind; 
The ſhort-liv'd Vanity of Human Kind. 
In gaudy Objects I indulge my Sight, 

And turn, where Eaſtern Pomp gives Day Delight; 
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Sce the vaſt Train in various Habits dreſt: & - 4 
By the bright Scymitar, and fable Veſt, > * 
The Vizier proud, diſtinguiſ d fromm the reſt; 

His Bridle rich with Gems, his Stirups Gold: 
His ſmowy Steed adorn'd with laviſh Pride, | 
Whole Troops of Soldiers mounted by his Side: \ 
Theſe tofs the plumy Creſt, Arabian Courſers guide: 

With awful Duty, all decline their Eyes; 

No bellowing Shouts of noiſy Crowds ariſe: 
Silence, in folemn State, the March attends, 

"Till at the dread Divan, the low Proceſſion ends; 

Yet not theſe ProſpeRs all profuſely Gay: 
The gilded Navy that adorns the Sea: 

The riſing City, in Confufion far, 

M = tly form'd l | 8 1 W+ 4 
(Where Woods and Palaces at once furprize; | [ 


Gardens on Gardens, Domes on Domes ariſe, 
And endleſs Beauties tire the wand'ring Eyes): 
So ſooth my Wiſhes, or ſo charm my Mind, ] 
At this Retreat, ſecure from Human Kind: 1 
No Knave's ſucceſsful Craft does Spleen. excite, . | Hf 
No Coxcomb's taudry Splendor ſocks my Sight: ir * .4t 
No Mob-Alarms awake my Female Fer: 1 
No Praiſe my Mind, no Envy hurts my Ear: 5 
Ev'n Fame itſelf cin hardly reach me here. | 
Impertinence, with all her tattling Trin. of 
Fair ſounding Flartery's delicious Bane: WT) 54 Bt? 5 1 
Cenſorious Folly, noiſy Party-rage, 
The Thouſand Tongues with which abe mul eogage, - 
Who dures have Vertue in a Vicious Age! 
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Hon aer. Book III. Ode III. Imitated. 
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| | — I 
| A /iti viram, &c. 
JHE Man that's reſolate andjuſt, 
8 Firm to his Principles and Tru. 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears can blind - 
No Paſſions his Deſigns controul,” —  * 5. 
Not Love, that Tyrant of the Soul. *% *_ 
Can ſhake his ſteady Mind. | W 
Not Parties for Revenge ct = 
Nor Threat'nings of a Court enrag e. 
Nor Storms where. Fleets deſpair : | 
Not Thunder pointed at his Head: Lax 
. The ſhatter'd World may ſtrike him dead, - Rel 
Not touch his Soul with Fer. 
SLES Th 
* From thic the Greeias Glory roſe; Thi 


By this the Reman ad thei Foe : per Oper 
| Of d the Poets ng . 


Theſe Ads made Hercules a God, 
And Great Naſſau a King. 


Firm on the rolling Deck be ſtood, , 
Uamov'd, beheld the breaking Flood, 

With black'nlng Storms combin d: 
Virtue, he cry'd, will force his Ways 


The Wil may, for a while, delay, 


Nor alter our Deligg. 
The Men whom ſelfiſh Hopes inflame; 
Or Vanity allures to Fame, 

May be to Fears betry d: 
But bere, a Church for Suceour fn 
Inſulted Law-expiring lies, | 


And loudly calls for Aid. 


Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent Zeal 
I come, the wounded Heart to heal, 
The wounding Hand to bind: 
See! Tools of arbitrary Sway, 1 
And Prieſts, like Locuſts, ſcout away 
Before the Weſtern Wind. 


Law ſhall again her Force reſame, 
Religion clear'd from Clouds of Rome, 
With brighter Rays advance: 
The Britiſh Fleet ſhall rule the Deep, 


The Brirjſh Youth, as wund fm Sleep; * 


Strike Terror int Franes, 0 


* N . 1. 0 ” 
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Nor ſhall theſe Promiſes of Fate, 

Be limited to my ſhort Date. 

Wen I from Cares withdraw; 

Still ſhall the Britiſß Scepter fland, 

Shall Houriſh in a Female Hand. 

And to Mankind'give Law.. 


She ſhall domeſtick Foes unite; *_ 

Monarchs beneath her Flags ſhall fight; 

Whole Armies drag her Chain: 33 6 $9 
Sbe ſhall loſt Italy reſtore, : 

Shall make th? Imperial Bogle Tar, 


And give a King to Spain, 


But know thefe Promiſes are given, © © 
Theſe great Rewards, imperial Heaven. | 
Does on theſe Terms decrees © 
That, ſtrictly puniſhing Mens Faults, 5 
You let their Conſciences and Thoughts 

Reſt abſolutely free. 


: 2CT1C C1} q 


Let no falſe Politicks confine, ' 

In narrow Bounds your-vaſt Deſign; 

To make Mankind Unite; 

Nor think ita fufcint j.. 
To puniſh Men by Penal Law, 8 
For not Believing right. 7 


Nome, whoſe blind Zeal deres Mankind * ; * r 
Roxe's Sons ſhall your Compaſſion find, & 
_ Who nce'er Compaſſion knew: 


Miſcellaneous Pot * 


By nobler Actions theirs condemn ; 
For what has been reproach'd in them, 
Can ne'er be prais'd in you. 


Theſe Subjects ſuit not with the Lyre 3 | 
Muſe, to what Height doſt thou aſpire, - 
Pretending to rehearſe. | 
The Thoughts of God, and Godlike Kings? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe to leſſen lofty Things, , 
By mean ignodle Vaſt, 
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HoRACE. Book & . Init ated. 
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rough, inſtead of Auguſtus, to whos 
— 15 is dedicated; in the 8 
. orte * optime mals ah 
Cuſtos Gemtis, &c. , 


I. 
Born l when Heav ns propitious deign'd to ſmile, 
Thou beſt and braveſt Champion of our Ile! An 
/ Too long unhappy Britons wan 1 
Thy ſlom Rem | 
And . n do ee age "we 
— U. 
Return, e roi; 
That grac d thy Country, ben thou grac'd'ſt its Shore; 
For like the Springs, when thy bright Aſpect's ſeen, 
| It on the People darts its Rays, . 
And introduces Sun · ſnine Days, 

And all the Land does ſmile, and all the Sky's ſerene. 
Th f III. 

As 4 ſond Mather for her Son complains, 

Whom the South-Wind on Foreign Coaſts detains, 


Beyood 
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Beyond his wanted and his promis'd Time, 
From his dear Home, and ber more dear Embrace, 
And will not from the Shore avert her Fare! 
But upwards ſends 'her-Vows and Pray'rs, 
Expenſive of her briny Tears, _ 
In Hopes to ſee him reach his native Clime. 
Thus urg d by faithful Wiſhes and Deſires, 
Brirdin from Germany her Marlborough requires; 
IV. 
Safe by thy Preſence Oxen plow the Fields, 3 
And Ceres with Incteaſe her Bleſſings yields; e 
As every Project to auf Wiſh ſucceeds, 
While by thy Influence at Land, the Sea 
From Gallia's Naval Threats is free, 
And Virtue grows in Faſhion from thy virtuous Deeds. 


V. 
To thee, and to thy chaſte Examples due, 
No Peer frequents the long · negiected Stewy, 
That Parents by their Childrens Looks are known, 
That Laws are put in Force, 
And Puniſhments come on of Courſe, 
When obſtinate Offenders will thoſe Laws diſown. 


| - | : 
Who fears the French, or who the grumbling Scot? | 
Or the dark Miſchiefs*falſe Bavarian: Plot? 
Who values the Hungarian or the Swede ? 
If Marib'rough's free from Harms, 
The World againſt us is in vain in Arms, 
And in his Health alone Bricain's from Danger freed. 
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- And undiſturb d will Plants and Flower tiſe 

Wil lop the Sycamore, and prune the Vine 

- And to our on Frecholds will come; © + 4 

Mindful of him that gifts us with a Home -; .. 

| And toaſt our fam d Deſender's Health, by which we de 


VIII. 
To thee our Wiſhes and our Cups go round. * 
- With many Vows, and many Bumper crown d, 6. 
While we to Royal Anna's join thy Name, 
With the ſame Rev'rence to thy Praiſe, 71 
As Greece in antient Days, L 
seed to der cg or die aui r 


r 4 

— Prince! for ſo the Mule requeſts, - 1 
Return, and lengthen our Thankſgiving Fealts ; : 
Extend tifem to an endleſs Round of Years, 
Or make one Holiday of Time, * = 
And leave us all diſconſolate in Tears, 0 eng 
1 Theſe are our Day-break Wiſhes, when athirſt we wle 
"i And theſe our Sun-ſet Vows, ann 
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DISCOVERY, 


O $ytvia's Room I (unſuſpected) ſtole, 
T Unſeen by her, I crept into a Hole, 
W here I could view the Tpacious Rom all round, 
. Obſerve the Nymph, und not by ber be found. | 
When firſt I enter'd, on the Bed ſhe lay, 
Her Face half out, like Sol ar Break of Day; 
And now, like him, ſhe thinks it Time ta nil 
As he unclouds, ſo ſhe unveils her Eyes; 
Then by Degrees, ſhe rais'd her ſelf upright, 
Phabus himſelf ne er yet appear d fo bright; 
So clear ſhe ſeem d, did not her fable Hair 
Eclipſe her Eyes, there'd be no looking there. 
She naked ſtood, whilſt I with Joy adore # 
The fineſt Shape I &er bad ſcen before: 
Her little, pretty, panting Bubbies were "+44 
As white as Snow, and as the Chryſtal cle. 
I ſomething aw, which was but thinly hair d, 
Tt not too buſhy, nor too bald appear d; | 
The Charms of which, I'll ffom the Reader hide, 
For was more lovely than I can deſcribe, * 


Th 
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"The Sight of which ſet all my Blood on Fire, 
And ſwelling, ſhew'd be wanted to be nigher. © 
Oh! there I thought I could for ever dwell, * 
Partaking Bliſs beyond what Tongue can tell; 
The Sight would nouriſh me ten thouſand Years, 
Dine ſolid Joys, which are unmix'd with Fears. 
; I bleſs d my Eyes, and would not change my Scat 
For all the Pompous Riches of the Great. 
She turn d her round, then ſate upon the Bed; 
Her Lilly Hands pull d ope her Maiden - head. 
She ſtrove, to view- what I more plain could fee, 
Which rais'd my Paſſion to an Ecſtaſy. 
The Sight alone ſoon made me ſhed my 
And ſpill that of which ſhe ſtood in. Need. 
Then trom the Table ſhe her Garment took, 
Where, in her Pocket, was 2 Bawdy Book; 
Which the remov d, and thence drew out a Tool, 
Much like to that with which Men Wochen rule! 
She it apply'd where I'm aſham d to tell, 
And ated what I could have done as Well. 
Soon from ber Womb a flimy Matter ſprung - 
Poor ſtarts, and thinks he ſuffers wrong: 
And in Revenge, be now again lets fly, 
And ſpewing, fell down in an Agony. 
With Tranſport he ſome little Time lay dead 
But ſoon reviving, rais d his Coral Head. 
She now leaves off, and lays'the D by ; \ | 
Thus 


- Then with the Sheet, rubs her Tu quoque dry, 
And vrhipes the M——e off ber ſnowy Thigh. 
15 , 
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Thus ſhe prepar'd to put her Veſtments on. 


Which ſhade her Body, as a Cloud the Sun. 

Some with fine Cloaths do make themſelves more bright, 
But ſhe*ſhines faireſt in her natu al Light. 

And needs no Colour to ſet off her Mein, 

Who is all lovely, and of Beauty Queen. 

As ſoon as dreſt, ſhe from the Chamber went, 

And left me ſig hing in my Tenement : 

I then crept out, and to the Bed I ran, 

And kiſs d the Pillow that her Cheeks lay on. 

J found the D ——|, which I brought away, 

Whilſt it was warm with the foremention d Play; 

And was reſolv'd, that be no more ſhould prove 3 


Poor —— Rival; who can only move 
The Luſt of Ladies, and not lay their Love. 
Tris I. faid . that muſt quench the Fire; 
The moſt you do, ſerves but to raiſe Deſire: 
Thou lifeleſs, fapleſs, frozen, ſtubborn Tool, 
Doſt think thou can't the Hearts of Women rule? 
No one that ever knew the Worth of me, 

Will after take up with unjuicy thee. 

Thus he inſults this new ta'en Priſoner, 

Like ſome ambitious upſtart Emperor, 
-Who has juſt ended a ſucceſsful War. 

I thought it now was time to quit the Room, 
And paſs at Home my humble Captive's Doom. 


DIL 
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DILDOIDES. 


0 Mr. B UTLER, Aut bor of Hudibras. | 


Occa/ioned by a Burning 4 Hog ead o I, 
Commodities at oor dra in - Tear 
1672. ur ag to an AF of Parliament 
_ made for the enn. French 
oo. 7 


UCH a fad Tale prepare to hear, 
As claims from either Sex a Tear. 
Twelve Dildoes meant for the Support 
Of aged Lechers of the Court, 
Were lately burnt by impious Hand 
Of trading Raſcals of the Land, 
Who envying their curious Frame, 
Expos'd theſe Priaps to the Flame. 
Oh! barbarous Times ! when Deities 
Are made themſelves a Sacrifice! 
Some were compos'd of fhining Horns, 


Mare precious than the Unicorns, 
' I 3 Some 
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Some were of War, where ev'ry Vein, 

And ſmalleſt Fibre, were made plain. 

Some were for tender Virgins fit, 

Some for the large falacious Slit 

Of a rank Lady, tho* fo torn, 

She hardly feels when Child is born. 


Dildo has Noſe, but cannot ſmell, 
No Stink can his great Courage quell; 
At Sight of Phiſter he'l] ne er fail, 
Nor faintly ask you what you ail; | 
Women muſt have both Youth and Beauty, 
 E're —, damn'd Rogue, will do his Duty; 
And then ſometimes he will not ſtand too, 
Whate er Gallant or Miſtreſs can do. 


But I too long have left my Heroes, 
Who fell into worſe Hands than Nero; 
Twelve of them ſhut up in a Box, 
Martyrs as true as are in Fox, 

Were ſeiz d upon as Goods forbidden; | 
Deep, under lawful Traffick, hidden; 
When Council grave, of deepeſt beard, 
Were call'd for, out of City-Herd 

But ſee the Fate of e e 
Thoſe Goats in Head, but not in Lechery, 
Forgetting each his Wife and Daughter, 
Condemn'd theſe Dildees to the Slaughter: 
Cuckolds with Rage were blinded fo, 
They did not their Preſervers know. 
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One leſi fanatick than the reſt, 
Stood up, and thus himſelf addrefs'd : 


Theſe Dildees may do Harm, I know; 

Bat pray what is it may not ſo? , 

Plenty has often made Men proud, 

And above Law advanc'd the Crowd: 

Religion's Self has ruin'd Nations, 

And cauſed vaſt Depopulations ; 

Vet no wiſe People cer refus'd it, 

Cauſe Knaves and Fools ſometimes abus d it. 

Are you afraid, leſt merry Griggs 

Will wear falſe ——_ like Perriwigs ; 

And being but to ſmall ones born, 

Will great ones have of Wax and Hora; 

Since even that promotes our Gain, 

Methinks unjuſtly we complain, 

If Ladies rather chuſe to handle 

Our War in Dil. lose than in Candle; 

Much Good may't do em, ſo they pay for't, 

And that the Merchant never ſtay fort: > 

For, Neighbours, ist not all one whether 

In — or Shoes they wear our Leather? 

Whether of Horn they make a Comb, 

Or Inſtrument to chafe the Womb. 

Like you, I Monſieur Dildee hate; 

But the Invention let's tranſlate. 
You treat em may like Turks and Jeu, 
Buy TI have two for my own Uſe, 

2 8˙7 14 
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Priapus was a Roman Deity, 

And much has been the World's Variety ; 

I am refolv'd Il none provo ke. 
From th' humble Garlick to the Oak. 

He paus'd, another ſtrait ſtept in, 

With limber —, and griſly Chin, 

And thus did his Harangue begin. 


For Soldiers, maim'd Ly Chance of War, 
We artificial Limbs prepare: | 


F 


Why then ſhould we bear ſo much Spite 1 


To Lechers maim'd in am rous Fight ?, 

That what the French ſend for Relief, 

We thus condemn as Witch or Thief? 

By Dildoe, Monſieun ſure intends 

For his French Pox to make amends; 

Dildee, without the leaſt Diſgrace, 

May well ſupply the Lover's Place, - 

And make our elder Gin la ne'er care for't, 
Thovgh't were their Fortune to dance bare · foot. 
Loechers, whom Clap or Drink diſable, 

Might here have Dildoes to their Navel, 

Did not a Lady of great Honour 

Marry a Foot-man waiting on her? 

When one of theſe timely apply'd, 

Had eas d her Luſt, and fav'd her Pride, 

Safely her Ladyſhip might have ſpent, 

While ſuch Gallants in Pocket went. 

Honour itſelf might uſe the Trade, 

While —— goes in Maſquerade, 
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Which of us able to prevent is 

His Girl from lying with his Prentice, 
Unleſs we other Means provide 

For Nature to be ſatisfy d? 

And what more proper than this Engine, 


Which would out- do em, ſhould three Men join. 


I therefore hold it very fooliſh, 

Things ſo convenient to aboliſh; 
Which ſhuuld we burn, Men juſtly may 
To that one Act the Ruin lay 

Of all that throw themſelves away. 


At this, all Parents Hearts began 
To melt apace, and not a Man 
In all the Aſſembly, but found 
Theſe Reaſons ſolid were and. ſound. 
Poor Widows then with Voices ſhrill, 
And ſhouts of Joy the Hall did fill; 

For wicked P—— have no Mind to her, 
Who has no Money, nor no Jointure. 


— 


Then one in Haſte broke thro the Throng, x 


And cry d aloud, are we among. 
Heathens or Devils, to let ſcape us 
The Image of the God Priapss ? 
Green · ſickneſs Girls will ſtrait adore him, 
And wickedly. fall down before him : 
From him each ſuperſtitious Huſſy 
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Idolatry will fill the Land, 
Curſt be the Wretch, who found theſe Arts 
Of lefing us the Womens Hearts; 
For will they not henceforth refuſe one, 
When they have all that they had Uſo on? 
Or how ſhall I make one to pity me, 
Who enjoys Man in his Epitome? x 
Beſides what greater Deviation 
From ſacred Rights of Propagation, 
Than turning th' Action ot the Pool 
Whence we all come, to Ridicule ? 
The-Man that would have Thunder made 
With brazen Road, for Courſer made, 
In my Mund did not balf ſo ill do, 
As he that found this wicked Dildo. 
Then let's with common Indignation, 
Now cauſe a ſudden Conflagration 
Of all theſe Inſtruments of Lewdneſs ; 
And, Ladies, take it not for Rudeneſt; 
For never was ſo baſe a Treachery 
| Contriv'd by Mortals apainſt Lechery. 
Men would kind Husbands ſeem, and able, 
With feigned Luſt, and borrow'd Bawble.. 
Lovers themſelves would dyeſs their Paſſon, 
In this fantaſtick new French Faſhion ;. 
And with falſe Heart and Member too, 
Rich Widows for Convenience wooe, 
But the wiſe City will take Care, 

That blen ſhall rend no ſuch falſe Mare. 
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See now th' unſtable vulgar Mind 
Shook like a Leaf with ey'ry Wind; 
No ſooner had be ſpoke, but all 
With a great Rage for Faggots cl: 
The Reaſons which before ſeem d good, 
Were now no longer underſtood. 
This laſt Speech had the fatal Power 


Priapus thus, in Box oppreſt, 
Burnt, Ike a Phanix in ber Neſt; 
But with this fatal Dif rence dies, 
No Dildees from his Aſhes riſe. 
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HEN Nature once, like Nile, the o'erflows, 
\ \ The clammy Womb, like Egype, fruitful grows; 
odavia now began, juſt in her Prime, 
To ſtain her Linnen with a Monthly Slime. 
. Juſt at Sixteen her Breaſts began to heave; 
And into Snow - white Semi- Gloves to cleave, 
On Venus Mount the Hair a Cov ring made, 
To hide Love's Altar with an envious Shade. 
' Grown ripe, her itching Fancy Pleaſure feigns, 
Yet ſcarce knows what the Titulation means. 
All Night the thinks on Man, both toils and ſweats, = | 
And dreaming ——, and —— upon the Sheets; | 
But never knevg the more ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
And ſcarce &er touch'd a Man, but by a Kiſs. 
Her Virgin ne er knew the Joys of Love, 
Beyond what D, or her Finger gave. 
Yet fain would ſhe this private Secret know, 
From whence and bow the mutual Pleaſures flow © 


To 
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To Man and Wite: Then from her Bed the ele. 
To Tullia went; and beg d her to diſcloe 5 
The Grief ſhe ſuffer'd on her Bridal Night ;- 
The Charms, the Raptures, and the ſoft Delight, 
That make hb Amends Soi all the Pali 
Which narrow — Vngins do ſuſtain, 
Tullis conſents, and thus the Tale began. ©” © (| 
Tu. When I came teeking from the Bridal Bo. a 
Eas'd of that hateful Thing. à Maidenhead : 20 
Having juſt taſted Man, juſt newly — 
Finding the Pleaſure ſo ſublime, I cryd. 
And faid, How long have I ſupinely laid, 1 


And dreamt, and languiſh'd in a lonely Bed? un 
Till this lat bliſsful'Night, I've he'd in vain, - . 
And ne'er enjoy d that Godlike Creature, Mn. 


Had I but known the Bliſß, or had I gueſs'd ge 
At the Delights with which I'm now poſſeſ#d, * 
I had not ſtaid for Marriage, that State-Trick, 
But loſt my Reputation for a _——, 

Let not what I relate diſcourage you, | 
And all that happen'd, you ſhall truly know. 
Callus the Bridegroom, and my ſelt the Bride, 
Dreſs'd and adorn d in all the wanton Pride 
That Art invents, Youth's Beauty to improve, 
And adds freſh Fire to our inpatient Love, 
Were fore d, altho' unwilling, to diſpenſe 
With Kiſfing, and much more Impertinence, = N 
But when our Friends and Wedding · Gueſt⸗ were got; 's 
rr e 
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Naked I lay, caſp'd in my Cellars Arms, = 
999 

And chas d away the Darknefs of the Night, 

_ When Calls: from my panting Boſom 
Aud with him from the Bed, the 

I to conceal my naked Body try'd, RA 

And what be wiſh'd to ſee, I ſtrove to hide, 

But what I beld, with Force he pulld away, 

Till naked as a new born Babe I hay. 

I bluſh'd, but yet my Thoughts were pleas'd to find 
| My {elf fo laid, and him I lov d, ſo kind. | 
Struggling 1 lay, (expoſed to his Eyes 
He view'd my Breaſt, my Belly, and my Thighs, 

And ev'ry Part that there adjacent lies. 

No Part, or Limb, his enger Eyes eſcap'd, I'3 120 
| Nay, my plump B-——ks too be faw and daſp'd. 

He dally'd thus, thus rait d the luſtfyl Fire. 

Till Modeſty was vanquiſh'd by Deſire. 
I then look'd up, which yet I had not done, 
And faw his Body nabed as my own 
] ſaw bis —— with aQive Vigour ſtrong, 
„Thick as my Arm, and, Faith, almoſt as long. 
Of cruel Smart I knew I ſhould not fail, | 
Becauſe his —— fo large. my —— ſo ſmall. 
Us ſoon perceiv'd my Bluſhing and Surprize, 
| And firait my Hand unte h did ſeize; 

Which bigger grew, avd did more ſtifly ſtand. 

Feeling the Warmth of my enliv'ning Hand. 
Thus far I've told you of the healing Sight; 
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It is defin'd, 4 halle bondefs Part = 79 
Of better Uſe, and nobler than the Heart; 

With Mouth, but without Eyes; it has's Hed, 

Soft as the Lips, and as the Cherry red; 

The —— hang dingling in thelt hairy -: 
From whence proceed the Spring of tickling Flood 
Good —— ſhould be both thick as well ad tall, 
Your F U. gre 2 Site too ſmalll. 
At firſt they're hardly in our contain d: n 
For Maidenhead» are by much Labour gain'ds. - - 

But Men, well furniſh'd with ſtout —, are won 

To force their Paſlkge thro” a bleeding. 

Man's uneſteem d, « hated Monſter made,  —_ 
When bis fhort, aud can't for Favour plead, 
Women do not the Man, but —— wed; 7 700 
For Marriage- Joys are center d in the Bt. 
Now Calls: ftrok'd and kiſs'd my Milk-white Breaft;: 
He fell, and ſaw the Beauties of the reſt; 
Stroking my Belly down; be did deſcend 

To the loyd Place where i his Joys myſt end. 
He ſeix d my ——;, nd gently pulfd the Hair. 
At that I trembled; there began my Fear. 
My ſoft and yielding Thigh be open forc'd; 
And quite into my —— his Finger thruſt; . 
And of a Maid the certain Tqkens ound. : 
Then wide ax could be ſtreteb'd, my Thighs he ſpread, | 
| Under my B —— ks t00 a Pillow hlt. £ 
And told me then the faireſt Mark was made: 

hen profirate threw himſelf upon my Breaſt, 
That groan'd, with ſuch unuſual Weight opprolt.. 


My 
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My — plump Lips his Finger drew afide, 
And then to enter, but in vain he tryd: 
His Body nimbly up and down be mov'd, 
Againſt my — bis ſtiff T ſtood. | 

Sharp was the Pain I ſuffer'd, yet I bored 
Reſolving not to interrupt the Sport; 

When ſuddenly I felt the trickling —— ' | 
O'erflow my ——, my Belly, and the ge. 

I aw his, when Callus from me roſe, 
Limber apd weak, hang down hi 1 | * 
For when they —, thei 780 then. they loſe, 

But ſoon my Callus fix d his Launce t, 

Rais'd by my Hand, again prepar'd to figh | 4 
Tho? then within my —— he could not 81 


| r 
And the warm Juice thro' ev'ry Paſſage ſend. 
About my —— 1 felt a burning Pain. 
Yet long'd with more Succeſs to try again. 
Callus once more new mounted, to begin, 
Gave me his , and begg'd I'd put it in. 
At firſt againſt ſuch Impudence I raild; 
hut he with moving Arguments prevail'd : | 
He kiſs d, and pray'd, and would not be deny'd, 
And faid blind, and needs muſt have a Guide.. 
| Where there's no Path, no Track, he runs aſtray ; 
But in a beaten Road can find his Way. . = 


* I put it in, and made the Paſſage ſtretch, | 


Whilſt he puſh'd on, t'enlarge the narrow Breack; x 

| His — bore forward with- ſuch Strength and Pow'r, 
That 'twould have made a —, had there been none beſore, 

* When 
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When half was in, and but one half remain d, 3 
I ſigh'd aloud, and of the Smart complain d. * 
As he puſh'd on, the Pain I ſharper found, 1 at tab 
And drew his Weapon from my bleeding Wound, * 
Callus is vex'd to loſe his half · won Prize, * 
And ſpews his juicy —— upon my Thighs, * 
My Hand upon my mangled — I hid. 2 
To feel the monſtrous Wound h YR 
And found my Blood had all beſmear'd the Bed. | 
Too late I did repent my curſed Fate, 
And thus exclaim'd againſt a marry'd State. 

Are theſe the tempting Joys to wedlock join'd? 
Are theſe the Joys that damn half Woman · kind? 
Will the God Hymen nothing elſe ſuffice, — 
But bleeding Virgins for a Sacrifice? | 
Men reap the Pleaſure, Women all the Painz 
Our Grief's their Sport, they laugh 
But that a Hutband now mult be obey d. | \ 
Id always — my ſelf, and die a Maid. | | 
But Callus laugh'd, and at my Sorrow ſmil'd, 
And with a Kiſs would fain be reconcil'd ; 
My deareſt Duck, my charming Fair, he ery d. 
(Whilft T in Sighs- and Groans alone reply'd.) 
| Call.) Doſt, like a Child, for trivial Smart repine ? by 


In Time our Bodies we with Eaſe ſhall join; 
Then muſt I drudge,; while all the Pleaſure's thine. 
Virgins can ne'er reap Wounds in Venus's Wars, 
But the Blood flows from honounble Be, 
Like thee I fuffer, and like thee I bleed 


yer ee Cs 
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When, Tullia, this prolific Seed you ſpill'd, 


And bluſh'd, but yet my kind Reprover loy'd ; 


Forgive the Weakneſs of a tender Maid, 


. — 
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An Infant, e'er Begot or born, . you kild. 
Had half this — within your —— been laid. 
'T would thisa Mother, me 2 Father made. 
Wipe off thoſe Tears, and as a Wife comply; 
We'll again, and a new' Method try. 
Tull.] I knew my Folly juftly was reprov's, 


I then ſubmiſlive did for Pardon look, 
And hugg'd him to my Boſom as I' ſpoke. 


And ftill bat you command ſhall be obey d. 
What Faults my Ignorance commits, forgive, 
And I'll no more gainſt your Endeavours ſtrive. 
My nice affected Modeſty's ſubdu'd; | 
Aud what you bid; TI do, tho' ne er fo lewd: 
Still will I be conſenting to thy Will, ö 
And now get up, my Love, and take thy Pill; 
If you will try once more, I will comply, 
'Tho' I to —— do a Martyr die. 
When with a ſpotting Fondneſs this I aid, | 
My Hand upon his I boldly hid. 
Callus reply ds Tuilia, my Soul, my Life? 
How dul, bow ignorant's a Maiden Wiſe ? 
Should I return thee to thy Mother's Arma, 
E'er fully I've enjoy'd thy Virgin Charme, 
She'd call me Bungler, if there's nothing done, 
And think me moſt unky to he her Son. 
Pleaſure, when got with Pain, augments our ese 
But when its got with Kaie, too ſoon it cops 


— 
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Thy kind Aſſurance promiſes Saccels, - 
Which ſhould I not obtain, you'd- love me leſs. 
Untimely Modefty deſerveth Blame; 
Then, ſince thou art a Novice at the Game, 
Yield to my Wiſh, and do as I adviſe; 
Experience in this has made me wiſe. 
Then from the Window be an Ointment brought, 
Which his too haſty Paſſion had forgot. 
His — ſmelt ſweet with what was rubb'd upon d. 
And ſcem'd as fitting for my Mouth as ——, 
As ſoon as this was done; he made me riſe, 
And place my ſelf upon my Hands and Thighs. 
My Head down ſiooping on the Bed did lie, 
But my round B—— ks lifted were on high, 8 
Juſt like a Cannon 'plac'd againſt the Sky, 
My bloody Smock he then turn'd up behind, 
As if to — me he had deſigu d: | 
Then with his ſwert and lipp'ry —— drew near; 
Aud vig'roufly he charg'd\ me in the Near. 
His , 8s ſoon 83 to my —— apply, 
Up to the Hile into my did flide. 
He , ud ad me it my — was fore? 
Or his Hurt me as it did before? 

I anſwer'd, No, my Dear; on, do net ceaſe; 
But, oh! do this, do thus as long as cer you ple 
This Stroke did fully anſwer our Intent, 

For at one Inſtant both together. 
Juſt as we —, I cry'd, I füint, I die ; 
Aud fell down in a bliful Beſtaſy. | 
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Kind Callas then drew out his , and ſaid, 


There, pretty Fool, you've loſt your Maidenhead, 


Of all the Joys that to Delight are wont, 
There's none ſo ſweet as —— in a ——: 

Each rapt'rous Senſe is ſo divinely bleſs'd, 

As can't by wiſeſt Mortals be expreſs'd. 

I did my Fears and raſh Repentance blame, 

And all my former Follies did diſclaim : 

Tho! all my Body were one bleeding Wound, 

Yet ſtill the Pleaſure is too cheaply found, 

For —— and —— fo mutually do love, 

They'll all Obſtructions to their Bliſs remove: 

(When Appetite provokes) the good old Cauſe, - 

A — is then our Liberty and Laws; 

Then if all — down to Hell were hurl'd, 


That luſcious darling Sin would damn the World. 


Now Callus had his rampant Fury laid,” 


And limber — hung down his dangling Head. 


Since made a perfe# Woman, —— and 1 
Arriv'd at much Familiarity. 
But languiſhing poor —— could do no more; 


Tho' not for want of Will, but want of Pow'r. - 


But Callus ſwore, by all Love's mighty Gods, 
He'd reinforce the Vigour of his _——. _- 

Then with Confections and a willing Mind, 
Oaocg more — was to — inclin'd. 

I Calla, then betwixt my Thighs recciv'd, 

And nimbly up and down my B —— ks heav'd. 
Callus obſerving well the gameſome Play, 
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Then with a luſty Thruſt — ſpew'd 

A ſhow'r of —, and all my Womb bedew'd; 

I too let fly, and did ſo much abound + | 

In , 1 had almoft poor dom d. 
Weary with Toil, and ſpent, while Callus ſlept, 

I from the Bed into the Chamber ſept, 

Hoping I ſhould not be by Callus milg'd, 

I ſet the Piſs Pot to my and piſe'd; 

But the falt Water, whilſt 'twas trickling down, 

Caus'd a ſharp Pain I ne'er before had known; 

So whilſt I figh'd, and my poor bewail'd, 


And 'gainſt the too large — that made it, rail'd, 


Callus awak'd ; I bluſh'd, he laugh'd aloud, 

To ſee upon my Thighs ſuch Streams of Blood. 

So, to conclude, Callu no Time did loſe, 

But — me nine Times well before I roſe. 
Now, boldly put in Practice what you heas, 

And don't the Loſs of Reputation far, 

But a good — fore all Thing: elſe prefer. 
And ſince the wanton Tale has rais'd Deſire, 

Go — your ſelf, and quench the Juſtful 
Thus Tullia did her luſcious Story end, | 

And with new Raptures fill her am'rous Friend, 

The Fires which ſhe before had long conceal, 

Now rag d aloft, and would not be repell d. 


She curs'd herſelf, that ſo much Time ſbe ad ſpent, 


And ne'er knew what delicious —— meant. 
Tho' the was to be marry'd the next Da y. 


She thought '*rwas much doo long for her to l 
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And thus to Tullis quickly the reply d, 


Have I, dull I, to fixteen Years arriv'd, 


And ne'er the Pleaſure known of being === ? 
How many glorious Days have I paſs'd by, 
And deer yet taſted this eeſiatick Joy? 
Till now a perſect Idiot ve liv'd, 

And ſeem as trom a Lethargy reviv'd. 

Tis true, I've felt before, ſoft; gentle Fires, 


Pin'd with ſtrange Wiſhes, and unknown Deſires. 


Oft have I wonder d why my Blood ſhould riſe, 
My Spirits flaſh, and ſparkle in my Eyes, 


| When Man has only kifs'd me by Surprize. 


Something it fl'd me with, h can't relate, 
And made me languiſh for I know not what. 
But prithee, deareſt Tuilia, now goon, . 
And finiſh what you have ſo well begun; 


Inſtruct me well in this myſterious Art, 


And hide not from me the minuteſt Part. 
The Tale you've told, has raiſed a furious Flame; 
Is there no Way you can its Fury tame? 


I cannot till to-Morrow, cannot ſtay; 


Contrive before, this Lechery to lay, 

My Finger I don't like, for that's a fooliſh Way. 
Tallis reply'd, my dear Ofavis, you, ooh 
That I can teach, ſhall ev'ry Secret knovy, 


Come this Way, I've a pretty Engine here, 
Which us'd ro caſe the Torments of the Fair; 


And next thoſe Joys which charming Man can give, 
This beſt a Woman's Paſſion can relieve, i 88/85 57 


a 
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This D — tis, with which I oft was wont | 
T' aſſwage the rag ing of my luſtful ——, FS. 

For whey — ſwell, and glow with ſtrong Deſire, 
'Tis only — , can, quench the luſtful Fire; k 
And when that's wanting. mult ſupply 
The Place of . upon Neceſlity. 4 
Then on your Back lie down upon the Bed. 1 
And lift your Petticoats above your Head; | 
I'll ſhew you a new Piece of Lechery, 

For I'll the Man, you ſhall the Woman be. 

Your thin tranſparent Smock, my dear, remove, 
That laſt bleſs'd Cover to the Scence of Love. 
What's this I ſee! you fill. we with Surprize, - p [14 


| 

Your charming Beautics-dazzle quite my Eyes! | i! 
Gods! what a Leg is here! what. lovely Thighs!  - | | 
A Belly tos, as. poliſh d Iv ry white, il 
And then a —— would charm. an Anchorite ! 3 ö 
Oh! now I wiſh I Were 4 Man indeed, 128 
That I might gain thy pretty Maidenhead. © 
But ſinee, my Dear, I cant my Wiſh: obtain 
Let's now proceed t inſtruct you in che Game; 
That Game that btings the moſt ſubſtantial Bliſs; 
For of all Games the ſweeteſt is. 4 
Ope wide your Legs, and throty them ind ap Decks 
And claſp your ſnowy Arms about my Neck. 
Your B——ks then move nimbly up. and down, - 
Whilſt with my Hand I thruſt the D —— Home, 4 
You'll feel the Titilation by and by 6:33 @ rb 
Have you no Pleaſure yet, no no tickling Joy? * 4 
Oh! Jer, Jeu, now I faint, I 451 | 
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octavia now, quite ſpent, to Tullia ſaid, 
Oh! what a fooliſh ign'rant Thing's a Maid? | 
long impatiently till I am led © © 
To that vaſt Scene of Bliſs, a Genial Bed. 
If fimple —— can ſuch Joys produce, 
What muſt proceed from Man's prolifick Juice? | 
Oh! that muſt pleaſe one ſure to ſuch Exceſs, | 
That no one can its Charms in Words expreſs. '/ 
Tis true, my Tullia, you have made me wiſe, 
And drawn this Cloud of Ign'rance from my Eyes. 
But, Faith, tis well I ſhall to Morrow wed, 
Or elſe I'm ſure I never could have ſtaid, 8, | 
But muſt have thrown away that Toy a Maidenhead. 
Tullia, then filing, to her Pupil ery d. 
I'm glad I've made you'fit'to be a Bride; © | 
Therefore I hope, that when you're in the Ac. 
You will upon the Pains Pve took refled, ' 
And ſay, To Tullia tis this Bliſs I owe, | 


For ſhe to me did firſt the Secrets ſhow, 

How 'tis the Pleaſure does from la i ente Boi 
She taught me firſt the Raptures which proceed | 6 
From the Injection of Man's gen'rous —— 
But now let us, with needful Sleep, awhile © 
Refreſh our Limbs, ur d with the pleaſing Toll. 

In grateful Slumbers paſs the Night away, - 

In expeRation of the coming Day; 
Which in thy richeſt Pride and Glory dreſs, 

Shall give thee to the Youth to be poſleſfs'd,” | 
And S | 
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AS ever Mortal Man like me, 
Continually in Jeopardy, on hot Ge ne 7 
8 2 r 7 Iii! lf 


"Tis firange you hould be Bill fo flour? | FR 
Have you forgot the double Clout; - 197 he 2:18? vir 46.7 
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But why fhould I at that admire, 307 5 
When Ulcens, in bea 
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218 Miſe averus, baus 
Then, even then, thou ddl efly — _. 
. de dae 297 0 


e (Ol prioby, 5. e > 7 AY F 
—. But from my Cod-piece out you fly, 


Not to be held twixt Hand and Thigh. 
-ATSARDON 7.70. 
But Hector like you ſtrutting ſtand, 


As if the World you Would can b 
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Which is the very Strength of me. 
am 3% nat lerto A 1 2A 

For all theſe crying Sins. vf hn, K? WW 

The ſuff ring Part is always mine, - —- © 

Ti I am cramm'd with 1 r 


mon ot in 1 
For my Sake and your dum bewaed-- 19192 vote 
Remember that you Mortal e Aya! 167 
And liable to Scald and Scar. 
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But if audaciouſly youll + uk else BY S1 ll] nag 
Will — be again} my Wil, OY — 2991 7 Lt 
Know, thus thy Leachery I'll kill. | 
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Cakes of Ice ſhall wall thee in, , n. mon oil 
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Fearleſs, ſecure; nor Thought of future Pains - i dns 
Reſernbling Frick of; Pins and Needs Dt. 
Eer checks his Raptures, or diſturbea hie Je 15 
So 47 Ax. i eee 4612 
Enormous! brav'd the. Dorade fietcelt Rage 
While the hot daring Youth, whole giddy lar be 
Or Taſte nnen rt ntl ao 
Reſolyes upon Fruitien, unimpeir d ) 1164, (6H 
By intervening Armour, Cosenm Ehe nt angel 
i e ee N 
ä 51d te 2 
Of Urine, dread ſore- runner uf a CHa cf) an 
With Eye repentant, ee en 41] (a1 
Diverſify'd with Spots of yellow Hue. 
dad Symptom of ten Thouſpnd Woes to come! 
Now no Rebel. but from che Surgeon's Hand,” | a 
Or Pill-peeſeribing Donach v, tremendous Sight 
To Touth Aid In Garrer' high he Odi © © + 
His wretched Fate, wm vert win m. 
And more afflitivg Bolus, be in Fange bert 8 þ 
Unſelt before, curſes the dite Reſunnte 11555 7 
Of lawleſs Revelling ; | from Morn to Eye n „ bak 
By never · ung keen Eeeticks urg d j; OI 
Nor lights he now his Grannum's Sage Advice - 
Nor fedls, he only but in Megrim'd Head. 
Head fraught — 2 ul 
Millions of idle Whims and Fancies dance d 
Alternate, and perplex his labouring Mind. * tonic A 
What erſt he has been told of ſad ikke 
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Either in Pox#' or Clap; of falling Nole; *. : ee! 
Scrap'd Shins, and Bu Faint of vile HH:: 
All feels the Youth; orfuneies that he einn 
Nay, be it but a Glen ort gentle C 7b 0 

His ill-loreboding Beats deny bm New 7111/7 
And fancied Potxes vex his'tortur'd DD; e e 
Too late convinc'd of C S eg e 
Hail, Manes of Love - propegatiag Pimp? | 1 
Long ſince deceas d, and lang by — m n vil 
From whoſe pralifie Brain, by ey Mn, 97133 220 
Or Inſpiration from all gracious Haven, | 255007 worn 794 


Firſt ſprang the mighty Secret 5 ry 9 
From Poiſon virulent of unſound Dome. 7 
Hail, happy Albion, in whoſe fruitful Land: TEL 


The wondrous * Pimp aroſe; from whoſe range Skill 
In inmoſt Nature, thou baſt reap'd-more Fame. 
More ſolid Glory, vai fram i FIT OUR». Mallee -:5 J 
NEWTON who next is England's ntleft Nat: 
If aught Lean preſage, vs dus once, 1 | 
Chios and Colophon, and Rhodiav-lile, PET | 
Famous for vaſt Color; and Argos fair $1173 137 212/04 
And Salamis, well known for Green Fight = 

wich Mighty XERXES;. dhe Soacd.bf che Ki 
High Atheps! long contended ſor the Praiſe * 
Of HO MER's Birth-Place, blind, . · oY. 
Jn after Times, & ial with wana Dilpete” wow 
Exropa's rival Cities proudly ſtrive; 
Ambitious each of e r 1 
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The Scene, A Bed-Chomber: _— 
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Enter Tarknder and Swivanthe. 
* ſtanding — we kind Nature thank, 
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And yet adore thoſe —— that make em ſank. 


Unhappy Mortals! whoſe ſublimeſt Joy 

Preys on itſelf, and does itſelf deſtroy. 
Swi. Do not thy . Nature's beſt Gift, deſpiſe, 

| That Girl that made it fall, will make it riſe; 

Tho! it awhile the am'rbus Cennet ſhun, 

And ſeems from mine into thy Belly run, 

Yet *rwill return more vig'rous and more fierce 

Than flaming Drunkard, when be's dy'd in Tinas. 

It but retires, as loſing Gameſters do, 

Till they have rais'd a Stock to play a- new. 
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Tool. What Pleaſure has a Gameſter, ue 4 
| ee —— bake; we be . er, 1 
We fy not, thit or Nights me Joſt in Steps 
What Pleaſures we in thoſe ſoft Wars employ, 
Wo op ane welds bat to the full cr. | 
| „ Ex. Turſandir. 
Enter CELIA. | 
| * WAs, Mikkhiokd ech Neepy-Eycs gehe f 
To6 lately you hive car a Lover's Care; i 
I fear you have with Intereſt repaid 
Thoſe eager Thruſts which at your —— he made. 
Swi. With Force united, my, ſoſt Heut he ſtorm d, 
Like Age he doated, but like Youth perform'd. 
| She that alane ben Lobes enn withſtand, = 
Ia more than man, or he les than Mar. 


U Ertan. 


„WJA - 


277 2 PIN H. 


UGa tg Monzy }) ul been bar aol 


* le 4 21816. M "1 - au © Wd 


- * 0 
* 221 A” Nod v: gigs bas 4:7 


0 no tobt 


ax kerAIcE 


Won ter 120 . 


vo bt 1 


C U N DUMS 


22015; e bal io bn 8 
All ye NYMPHS, Rakes. — 
Aſliduous! whoſe ever open Arma ne 4 % 
Both Day and Night land, ready to receive... ... 
The fierce Aſſouks of Britain's Am Tous Seng! 0 19 
Whether with Golden Mateß or tif. Brogade : x 40 , 
You thine in Play-houſe or the D Rom _ 
Whores thrice Magnificent | Delight of KINGS, _ 
And Lend of goodlieſt Note; gr in meig gts 
Ply ex Evening, near St. Clement's Pile ®, 
Or Church of fam'd St. Danffas +, of in Lane, i 
Or Alley's dark Receſs, or open Street, | 
| Known by white Apron, bent ring Love with oh 
Or firoling Lawyer's Clerk at cheapeſt Rate; 
Whether of Nun e nnn 
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Church in Flget-ſtreet, * — 
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Hear, and Attend : r 

Lich fax Tureficworthy of i Song ++, | by 2 

VENVS. att my Lays, Thou'who prefidit 

In City- Rall or Courtly-Maſquerade, 

Goddeſs ſupream ! ſole Authreſs of our Loves 
Pure and impure! whoſe Province tis to rule 
Not only o'er the chaſter Marriage-Bed, 

| But fidghi Houſes 
H- pts fe . 4 

Cundun I ſing,” by Cunnum now ſecure 

Boldly the willing Maid, by Fear awhile 

Kept virtuous, owns thy Pow'r, —_ Joys 
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Thy Votty, in che Fulneſs of thy HHB. — 

« + Happy the Man, ate re RT * 7 

* Whether with Green of Scat Ribband bend. 

85 A well made Cunvon—tHe, nor dreads the Ils 

« Of Shankert or nn of Biuboes Dire!“ e 

Thrice Happy He or ben in lewd Enibtacece 

Of Tranſport-f feigningWhore, Cteatureodſcene! | N 

The cold infipid Purchiſe of Cron 

Bleſs'd Chance! Sight ſeldom ſeen! and mülllhy dec, * 

By Templar, or Oxonian Beſt Support” | het 

Of Drury, and her fiarv'd Tahabirants;Y" A at lh 1 

With Convuut freud! e wagen L Fight A ewor i 
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If what Tre ſaid will nothing do, 
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Which ſhall ſo tame thee, not to rut, 
That thou ſhalt rivel ike a Ga. _. 
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Love as well as others do; 
I'm young, not yet deform'd 
My tender Heart, ſincere and true, 


Dieſerves not to be ſcorn d. 
| Why, PniLL1s ue (3 
With forty Lov more?.; Fo 


Can I (ſaid ſhe) wit : 


With Darts of Love ſo i 
That you might find in ev'ry Pore 
A well hung ſtanding —— 
Whilſt yet my Eyes alone were free, 

My Heart would never doubt, 
Is am from Rage and Ecftaſy -,- 5 
| To wiſh thoſe Eyes, to wißt thoſe Eyes ert. 
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Too ene kme enen Raynor x POOR'S 
To us Propitious—But.O,hard Do e ] 
Why, why & long in Darkſome Womb of Night ; 
Doe the profound Mesum, tare terer: 
Say I not rather why ye Niggard S , W M 7 op 
Are not your Bleſſings given unpalld with Il, 
And Love, your greateſt Bleſſing, free from Curſe 
Curſe of Diſeaſe! How many gallant Youths 
Have fallen by the Iron Hand of Death 
Untimely, immaturez As if, to Love, 
Your everlaſting Purpoſe, weve a\Crime. 
Brit mia s chieſeſt Hopes! upon whoſe Cheeks 
Gay Health tits ſmiling, and whoſe nervous Limby 
Unbrac'd as EN 


3. 


ee . | 
Who in Green-Box, . 45 —4 
And fondly calls Thee to Love's laſcious Feaſt, x} a 
Be cautious, ſtay awhile, till fitly arm d f x Wy 1 
With Cundum Shield, at * Rummer beſt ſupplyd. ; | 
Or never-failing * Roſe; fo may you thram | 
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